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hind cut, hand polished, hand selected 




MORE DAZZLING THAN DIAMONDS 


Yet Just 1/30th The Cost 


Through a miracle of modern science you con no* hove oil the 6re and brillionce 
of fabulous diamonds at prices everyone con «#ord For example a 1-carat dromond 
stone costs you approximately $1000 a choree selected unset I-corat CAPRA GEM 
is yours for just $2 7 including Federal tax All ring designs ore m impeccable good 
taste . every man-made gem is hond-cut ond hond-polished * th oil the skill 
and attention given to finest diamond! even the 14 corat solid gold mountings 

are carefully selected to add to the authenticity 

A Go# eW the facts . A . flffl Moil today for your 

p A rllusfroted booklet Shows you a wide selection of 

A ^_ V styles for men and women 1 Gives you oil 

*be details of price, setting, easy payment 
plans Write today, SEND NO MONEY • 


TOR MEN ONLY ? 

: C-* t .• r r . 

G A0S 

gM r»°%T 0 C-'S 
4 BOONS 

^ 1 BUCK 7 


BIKINI BRIEFS ond TORSO 'T' SHIRTS 

. . . the newest style sensation. Continental 
inspired for maximum support and free¬ 
dom of motion. Made of 100% absorbent 
combed cotton. The T Shirt is tapered to 
form fit on your body . . . great for casual 
wear, accentuates your muscles. Both 
available in Red, White or Black in Small, 
Medium or Large. Bikini Briefs @ $1.25 
ea. or 3 for $3.50. Torso < T' @ $2.00 ea. 
or 3 for $5.50. From—Grayson Company, 
Dept. U-l, 210 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. 10, N.Y. 


Approved 

FLORIDA HOMESITE 

at Low Cost — 

lakr, ffff rountry dob privi* 
•*I M ’ o'hitf undy beach** right at 
property. Fishing pier, club house, dork 
site, lovely homes, hard-paved roads, 
electricity phones, tested pure water— 
all .variable. Certified high, dry land 
nrar healthful bubbling waters of Sil- 
*er Springs Only 110.00 monthly. Be 
tween » leala and Ounnelloa. Total cost 

bnoklT ** ,ra *- Cree photos, 

Wftto fo MIMOW LAKES ESTATES 

• »*.•»* »*« tprtat. MvU..Osaia.no. , 


PHONY COMBINATION lock - Man, 
ft* crazv but a barrel of fun. Has white 
indented figures and calibrations, mounted 
on bright cast aluminum with spinning 
dial that’s a dead ringer for the real 
McCoy. Self adhering. Mount it anywhere. 
You'll drive ’em crazy trying to figure out 
the combo to the liquor cabinet, car 
trunk, even the toilet seat. $1.00 ppd. USA 
only. No c.o.d.'s. Joseph J. Blake, Dept. 
A-5, Blake Building, Gilroy, California. 


vmi w Hold the hypnocoin in from at dn or 

h >P"«i«. Gently vibrate the plmm Now ThH 
Lna fi hyr r°i’' p “ Mcrn 'n«o motion tRatio oo fancinw 

uig. it venture* and holds vour subject’* *»■»» Mm ««* rPM r 
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tell vou F ^V .T!**l'"g bookkt of secret* and tmtrwctioou rfc* 
whh S# Jr r nd do : how to commud and r a Wypa mkm 

S ronotic f < J" ger : how lo thrill and wmm them utrt 

thc COIN. Booklet end Blend tor btf 
b ppd Scm ,n * p,M wrwm M — 

HTTH OTIC-SIPS . Hst.ni. mi - - mit IS 













AMAZING NIW 
OIM DISCOVKRY 


B-B SHOT . new invention, only 2" long 
can fire BB s thru 100 pages of this or sim¬ 
ilar magazines. Only 2" long, by 1" iri 
diameter, it is a pocket size* powerhouse 
. . . great for target or pests. Comes com¬ 
plete with an extra ‘Velocity Cone/ Target. 
BB’s and Free automatic BB Dispenser. 
Guaranteed! Only $1.98, ppd. Sorry — no 
c.o.d.s. Order from — Grayson Company, 
Dept B-l, 210 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. 10, N.Y. 


HULA HONEY ... the NUDIE CUTIE - 

This ntidie cutie grows her OWN hula skirt 
right before your eyes! She’s in her birth¬ 
day suit when you get her. complete with 
a special pack of wonder seed which will 
grow her skirt in lush green grass. We 
guarantee* you’ll feel your oats when you 
watch this lass’s skirt begin to sprout. 
Stands 8" high, and there’s “enough grass 
to go around.” W atching her skirt gross 
is almost as good as a trip to the Islands. 
Order several—this gal will grow on you. 
Just $1.98. ppd. USA only. Joseph J. 
Blake, Dept. H, Gilroy. California. 


ELECTRIC HYPNOTISM MACHINE. Re¬ 
vokes a 10" spiral hypnotism disc at 59 
r.p.m., causing tremendous eye-fixation. 
The viewer is transfixed by this powerful 
optical device. The “Hvpno-Whilascope” 
is complete with the lrt" disc, 8 ft. cord, 
on-off switch and a fine quality 110V 
motor. It has a carrying handle and is 
completely portable. Simple instructions 
are included. Wonderful to use for hypno¬ 
tising others in groups or individually . . . 
or for Self Hypnosis. $14.00 ppd. Hyp- 
notio-Aids Machine, Dept. 5-SC, 1133 
Broadway, New York 10, N.Y. 
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GIANT 2-C0L0R , 

CATALOG 



Over 55 illustrations featuring explosive 
Alice Denham and delightful Joyce Miles 
modelling the latest, intimate 
fashions just for you. See them wear 
the latest in lacy bras. sheer negligees, 
tempting baby dolls, glamorous garters 
and many other bedroom fashions, 
today for your giant, exciting free catalog, 
e enclose 25c to cover postage and handling. 


VOGUE SHORS o.p*. 22 -b 

35 South Park Avenue, Rockville Centre, N. Y. 



NEW 


•-SHOT 
REVOLVER 

* 12*95 


Fires both .22 short & long ammo. 

fines BOTH 22 SHORT L LONG AMMO Tr. ■. *,[,% 6 yr.:? S': ;: 

»\22 iv% *C j< 3 b* 3 u* 13 j*• 3* 3 I-**-'* 

• * t' ’•* 3 .*■ A TI3<1, f 3 ’.. r 1 *r;l r ei.;tre3 r.*:, 

3'Cu'Alf •-!a r Jt J.“ ! HJ • ti.- A n.r. P»-m Af lfrn 4 Pele.'S iT 

L 4 j tr.tr.,- f - j: ^ r ir.j.jifv i'Vj» 

'.it* r. ?)<-•.((■• 1 Hj, *••••! t. t-3'f*» a ** C 3 3.- *• 

[3 . 7rr,»• ■ ■*-co , 'Y .jrn-Ai h-jrj o,' 

3 > 3 f-cT^ <j?ic r, <? A*-3c:-r. Or', $i;95 Lea?r>e t nc*i , .tc' t? 2b ICC 
Of <2 Short T f e r •: h bail .imti;, c-o., $i ' n. f r»r O ft I r.‘. Ac£?|*< 

: r.:|i»,* t $>rd .;a<r. »\*r » o r MO COO x require $ ’ s* 

d*C0',tf SjliUACii^n ,'u3fjplRRn Purchaiert m*n be IB jean old Pet 
o't i 4 .iiifi't. jirase pjfcftj'e at :-j' 

Seaport Traders. Inc., Dept as-6 

l?. 1 ! S Ct'.mci A . LC-\ Ange'»»S i r . 



HUGE 
PROFITSI 
MORE 
MONEY! ^ 

Get up to 

50 % 

off 


Tools and hardware j 

WHOLESALE 

Start Year Owi iw i- tt MORE 

Sell nationally advertised tools MONEY! ^ 

to your frienas and neighbors. 

Also for industrial and insti- • Got up to 
tutional use. New giant 1959 S rft rr7 
illustrated wholesale catalogue S DU /q 
\ has only your name on it. ■ o » 

You get all the orders and ■ OTT 

re-orders. A MILLION DOL- 5****************J 
LAK INVENTORY AT YOUR FINGER 
TIPS NO STOCK TO CARRY. ORDER AS 
YOU NEED IT! . . . Electric Drills. Saws. 
Sanders, Micrometers, Vises, Levels, Socket 
Sets, Routers and many other name brand 
cools, appliances, electric tools, power tools 
and others too numerous to mention. WHOLE¬ 
SALE DISCOUNTS UP TO 50^ ofl. . . . 
Send Si deposit and get the new 1959 giant 
illustrated) wholesale catalogue at no extra 
charge. Your SI is credited to your first pur¬ 
chase or refunded if not lOOCc satisfied. \X riie 
NOW ! 

U. S. GENERAL SUPPLY CORP. 

Dept. 502 

410 LEXINGTON AVENUE, NEW YORK 17, N. Y 



All the Fire, Sparkle Beauty of 
pure Blue White Diamonds 

DIAM0NDITE 

DlAMONOlTES arc v> beautiful, v* _ 

hard, so sparkling that ** d» f> oven ONL 
'•■peris to tell them irum real diamonds «■ in 

Th«> ar. quaranterd FOR LIFE 
AGAINST SCRATCHING CHIPPING ^ 

OR BREAKING So hard tic > rvm out p * r r ‘* r 
ql.ts'i' Wear them initrid -it sour real 


Diamonditcs in ROUND MARQUISE r EMER 
ALD CUT Onl> per -arat. fr-m i carat up I 

7 Moni'v batk guarantee if >«,u ,irr n-*t thrill. <| a it 
them B»- sure te- specify number of carat* and r • 
w ith •- rder. Rush t-< 

EMPIRE, 4 No. 3rd Ave 
Dept. K-47 Ml. Vernon, N. Y. 


ADVENTURE IN BEAUTY I 


\ Real ly beautiful Motion Studies of aome of 

\ Hollywood'» loveliest cutie* featuring many 

' ^ clo«e-ups Packed with frisky, a'lurlng rou- 

i I tines A different model featured In each 
exclusive him For an adventure In eye- 
, filling beaut>. order yours Today' 
\UVJL THREE 8 mm. B&W SB ft. rMli t 4 .ll 
l\*JULAy Six for only BS 95- 

I'J'lflilW THREE 16 mm. BiW IBB ft. SlUnt ar 
Sound films -stata chalca SB .91 

Shipped prepaid in plain, sealed package No C O D > 
NATIONAL, Dapt 21F, Box 5. Sla E. T0LE00 t, OHIO 


L dfcl 3 % 


PHOTOS 


. r The kina you like . 

* photos of the woi 

top figure models. ( 
one a buxom bea 
every one reveale 
breathtaking detail 
pay 500x more? S 
j faction guarantee 

k. tA money back. Rush $ 

W wtm Vi 7 

SENSATIONAL PHOTO OFFEJ 

( 46744 HOLLYWOOD A6 CALIF OEPT. 
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R O Y A L 
JELLY 

Full 50 mg. Potency 


■ ’° 
■ (At 

L. 


GUARANTEED LOWEST PRICES 
ANYWHERE IN THE U.S.A. 
or money back! 

30 capsules (reg. S5 value) ONLY $1.82 
100 capsules (reg. $15 val.) ONLY $4.99 
All orders shipped at once. We pay 
postagel Send cash, check or money 
order NOW! Limited offer. 

THE DRUG CO. Dept. JJ-2 

10 Ellington Street, East Orange, N. J. 
(Ask for free vitamin catalog. Savings 
up to 75% and morel) 
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BOOKS AND RECORDS 


T he cannonball adderley 

QUINTET (Riverside) was re¬ 
corded live at San Francisco's Jazz 
Workshop, a club that takes its jazz 
serious, cool and swinging. The Jul¬ 
ian “Cannonball” Adderley group is 
more than at home here, as you will 
know when you dig their frantic “Hi- 
Fly” with Cannonball's blazing alto 
solo, and “Bohemia After Dark,” 
where Louis Hayes takes off cm 
drums. There’s Nat Adderley on 
comet, Bobby Timmons on piano and 
Sam Jones on bass, too. 

• a • 

BULLRING, The Sounds and Story 
of La Corrida (Riverside) is dedi¬ 
cated to the proposition that bull¬ 
fighting is a high art, and does a 
good job of convincing us that it is. 
On Side I of this disc Carlos Arruza, 
a famous Mexican matador, states 
his case, and on Side II, we hear two 
bullfights, one narrated reverently by 
Barrett Clark and one recorded 
straight where only the suspenseful 
silences and the crashing “Olels” of 
the crowd tell us of the drama of 
la corrida. 

• • • 

LINA HORNE (RCA Victor) sings 
an album of Burke and Van Heusen 
songs, including such lovelies as “But 
Beautiful,” “My Heart Is a Hobo,” 
and many more. Whatever the spe¬ 
cial Lena Horne enchantment is— 
the widely enunciated lyrics, the 
breath-y. slightly nasal tone, or the 
sensitive phrasing—it shines through 
on this album of good songs. 

• • • 

ART PEPPER + ELEVEN (Con¬ 
temporary) play a treasury of mod¬ 
em )az* classics with sharp bril¬ 
liancy and style On the moody 
“ "Round Midnight.” Art Pepper’s 
expressive sax sets the blue, melting 
mood, and on the up-tempo “Four 
Brothers'’ Art again leads the way 
The eleven others are all J*n men 
capable of soke welt-displayed <»i 
this die 

A • A 

MAY THIS HOUSE BE SAFE 
FROM TIGERS, by Al**ander King 
< Simon f» Schuster ) Alexander King 
writes with that didacticism ths* 
proves either genius ox utter < <>n 
celt This, Mr King's second best 
seller, is a caller! ion uf opmiot» 
heavy criticism of most of the cu*. 


toms of our day (Mother's Day, for 
instance), and fond remembrances 
of personal adventures, like his bat¬ 
tle with narcotics, his kindness to a 
good sort of prostitute, and his af¬ 
fection for his various wives. Wheth¬ 
er you agree with all Mr. King has 
to say or not, you will admit that he 
has a compelling gift of gab. Illus¬ 
trated, naturally, “with Mr. King's 
own drawings. 

AAA 

THE GHOST SQUAD, by John 
Gosling (Doubleday) is an exciting 
story by a former Detective-Super¬ 
intendent of Scotland Yard, who was 
an original member of the Yard’s 
famous Ghost Squad. This squad was 
given free rein to combat the post- 
world War n crime wave in Lon¬ 
don, by mixing intimately with the 
stool-pigeons, the crooks and the con 
men. The Ghost Squad worked from 
inside the underworld and came to 
know its members well. Gosling’s 
accurate description of his job is fas¬ 
cinating* 

AAA 

THE CITY THAT WOULD NOT 
DIE, by Richard Collier (Dutton) 
recounts the most devastating twelve 
hours in World War II—the German 
Luftwaffe raid on London on May 
10-11, 1941. In this short time 1436 
people were killed, 1800 seriously 
injured, 2200 fires were started—and 
London stood. Collier has compiled 
many personal accounts of London¬ 
ers who survived this last great blitz, 
and the examples of heroism, humor 
and just plain guts are as numerous 
as the accounts of horror. 

AAA 

THE CARETAKERS, by Dariel 
Telfer (Simon Ik Schuster) examines 
the attendants, nurses and doctors in 
a big state mental hospital and finds 
that their motives are not always in 
the best interest of the patients. Miss 
Telfer asks where the line of in¬ 
sanity is to be drawn between the 
tally “sick” and those who care 
for them, and the r e f l e c tive reader 
may decide But there's lota of sex, 
*adntm and mayhem tn this book, too, 
something for everyone. 

• A A 

CURRENT COMEDY < Or ben, 
$6 t'W) > is m bound volume of the 
a* v«rhiv gag service Ortoen Publi- 
offered m 1996 The humor's 

*■»•'*>* SO tot* # 






























































































IttiCfc 

1953-1960 Rei4fflitU( 
1936-1960 Ottur modtlt 



Oodg* 

D»rt 



All model* 



Cedillec 

1949-1960 All mod*It 



Dodge Mercury 

1932 I 960 All modtli 1939 1960 All model* 



Ch*»rol«t 

1949-1960 All mod«lt 
All Corvette* 



Chrjrtl*r 

1946-1960 All mod*It 



Ford 

1936-1960 All mod*It 
Falcon 



Lincoli • 

1940-1960 All mod*lt 
Continental 



Nath 

1934-1960 All model* 
Rambler 



Old tmobi I* 

1937 1960 All mod*lt 



All modtli 



Plymouth 

1937 1960 All mod*It 



Pontiac 

1932 1960 All modtli 



All model* 



Thundtrbird 
All model* 



Volfcswegen 
All model* 



Volvo 

All model* 


YOU MAYBE 7FEMIT7WEIVE MONTHS’ 


ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS richer , 
say! And all you have to do (if your car 
is among those above) is to TAKE THE 
SPARK PLUGS OUT OF YOUR CAR 
— to quickly unscrew those outmoded, 
money-eating, gas-consuming spark 
plugs and just as quickly replace them 
with the big fat flame of the future—the 
LECTRA FUEL IGNITER! 

“Remove my spark plugs?” you ask 
in amazement. “Replace them with Fuel 
Igniters? Why should I? What’s wrong 
with my spark plugs?” 

There! That’s the $100 question. That’s 
precisely the way to pick ud the good 
round sum of $100.00. And to answer this 
$100 question we are pleased to present 
Col. Fred P. Dollenberg, graduate engi¬ 
neer, flying hero, one of the first to per¬ 
sonally pilot Gen. Douglas MacArthur, 
and developer of the LECTRA FUEL 
IGNITER 


by Col. Fred P. Dollenberg 

USAF Res. 



If you arc prepared lo lake those obsolete 
spark plugs out of your car—you will re¬ 
ceive in the next few days a package con¬ 
taining the invention that the automobile 
world is buzzing about—the package that 
will make you SI00 richer in the next 12 
months. You will open the package and go 
out to your car. You will unscrew the 6 (or 
K) spark plugs in your engine and quickly 
screw in the gleaming Fuel Igniters you've 
MM received. All this will take a few min¬ 
utes. 


You will then get behind the wheel and 
turn the starter. What will happen next is 
what excited U.S. Navy and Air Force pilots 
and brass, who were the very first to be let 
in on the successful development of the 
LECTRA FUEL IGNITER prototype. And 
here is what will happen: 

INSTANT START - SUPER POWER 

At the touch of the starter your engine 
will leap into an instant roar, then imme¬ 
diately settle into the even, deep purr of 
true engine health. (This will occur no 
matter how icy cold the weather.) Then you 
will shift into drive (or into gear for non¬ 
automatic tranmissions). Without touching 
the gas pedal your car will begin to move 
forward—maybe 6 miles an hour on gas 
you're not even giving it—on gas you’ve 
hitherto wasted! TTien you'll press the ac¬ 
celerator and your car will leap forward. 
We are not using the word “leap” idly. In 
split seconds you will be racing swiftly 
down the highway. Why? Because almost 
30 more horsepower will be pulling your 
car . . . from 150 to 300 RPM (revolutions 
per minute) have been added to your en¬ 
gine! You'll come to a hill and you’ll ac¬ 
celerate without a falter. If there is passing 
to be done those extra horses will do it 
with safety and assurance. You'll come back 
to your garage and sit back and glow from 
the experience you’ve just had, not even 
equalled when your car was brand new. 

LET YOUR OWN MECHANIC TEST IT 

But don’t be content with only this, please. 
Unscrew one of the LECTRA FUEL IG¬ 
NITERS and take it to your own service 
station. Ask your mechanic to test it. Let 
him pick his very best spark plug for the 
same test. Tell him that if the spark plug he 
has chosen for this test can get the better 
of our Fuel Igniter w e w ill give him our 
check for $10.00! The needle of his tester 
will tell you the story. Your own eyes will 
see the BIG FAT FLAME still firing when 
the skinny spark of the spark plug has long 
since died. 


But there's so much more to the story! 
What Is wrong with the ordinary spark 
plug? Why hasn't it been improved in 40 
years? What is the LECTRA FUEL IGNITER? 
WHAT MORE WILL IT DO FOR YOU? 


The problem is basically simple. An en¬ 
gine provides power for a car because gaso¬ 
line, sprayed into the cylinder, is ignited by 
a spark. When ignited the gasoline burns, 
pushing the piston down into the cylinder. 
The more complete the burning of the gas. 
the more force in the cylinder. More force- 
more power. Obviously therefore, the larger 
the spark, the more completely is the gas 
ignited and burned. 

But the spark plug gives a skinny spark, 
a tiny spark. It can’t ignite enough gas. It 
is estimated that only 1/5 of your gas is 
burned from spark plug igniting. It sounds 
crazy but it’s true: 8(Kc of the gas you buy 
goes out of the exhaust in moisture—wasted, 
unused gasoline! It’s bad enough to throw 
away 80c of every gas dollar—it’s even worse 
when you're paying super prices for super 
gas. Why super gas? For the simple reason 
that the incomplete combustion caused by 
conventional spark plugs builds up glowing 
carbon and metallic deposits. These deposits 
cause detonation and damaging engine knock 
with ordinary gas, wasting power, wasting 
gas and building up further deposits to 
shorten the life of your plugs and your 
engine. Do you want to prove to yourself 
the truth of our statement about gas waste? 
Then ask anyone—absolutely anyone—who 
drives a car with igniters. He will show 
you that his exhaust pipe is immeasurably 
cleaner than yours. No smoggy, dirty, waste¬ 
ful, unhealthy gas waste choking up his 
tail pipe. 

NEW BASIC DESIGN 

Well, why can’t a spark plug jgive a fat¬ 
ter, bigger flame? Because of its BASIC 
PRINCIPLE AND DESIGN' Every spark 
plug has an air-gap- 025 to .035 of an inch. 
The spark can be no bigger than the gap. 
No bigger? Only when the plugs are brand 
new do they give a spark even as big as the 
gap! If you were to replace your spark plugs 
every montn of the year you'd be pretty 
sure of getting a spark 25 1000th of an 
inch. But what is actually needed is a spark 
twice as f^t and long. The LECTRA FUEL 
IGNITER does give a spark more than 
twice as big. It will not allow all that pre¬ 
cious gas to run out of the exhaust un¬ 
burned. It will capture unburned gas for 
you. and turn it into power instead of wet 
smoke. Do you see why your engine sud¬ 
denly receives 150 to 300 more revolutions 
(continued on page 67 ) 











iPvEft® Bait 


•V CONNII 8ILLII 


Lust leading to infidelity can also lead out of this world! 


S PICED AIR clung to the grassy island, fingering the grey moss 
above them, warm-stroking their bodies with sultry caresses 
Up from the Gulf, a mischievous breeze skipped across the black 
bayou waters and played around the fishing corks. 

Soon tiring, the wind came to push a vagrant curl across Carol 
Broussard’s cheek. Blood of Creole forefathers mixed well beneath 
her vibrant skin, the dark honeysuckle beauty of it soft to the 
touch and diamonded now with tiny droplets 

Keith looked beyond the rounded length of the woman, to the 
poles planted firmly in the soft ground, to the flatbottom boat with 
its line snugged around the knee of a cypress tree 

"We're the only people in the world.” he said. "In this miniature 
world, anyhow.” 

She laughed, her ripe mouth wet and wide, the sound making 
music in the summer air of the swamp country "The only ones who 
count." she agreed. "But there are the fish " 

Keith reached for her. and said it against the tempting perfume 
of her lips: "Damn the fish ” 

For a taut, long-delayed moment. Carol held greedily to him, 
her teeth clashing against his. She nulled away at last, sighing. 

"And damn my husband, too'’" 

His eyebrows lifted: it was a trick he’d practiced. "No. Bless 
him—and my wife—for their stupidity, for preferring gin rummy 
to fishing, for giving us this chance.” 

For all their liquid darkness, there was no stardust in Carol’s 
eyes They were calculating eyes that weighed the blurred line of 
Keith’s jaw and saw the puffiness beneath his shirt. But they 
hoped to know other things, and the thin straps of Carol's flowered 
haltc t somehow shrugged themselves down from tanned shoulders. 

His breath caught as she arched her body, lifting the silken 
fullness of her breasts, offering the eagerly flared hips, the long, 
cushioning thighs. 

The wind shifted, struggling now out of palmetto swamps and 
incredibly ancient mire it was burdened with the cloying scent of 
exotic jasmine It also brought damp odors of decay, the spoor 
of feral things that lived unseen in the far marshes 

This wind was chill, a momentary coolness dank like the breath 
from an open crypt Keith shivered, but the woman’s body was 
waiting fur him 

Almost whimpering hr took her -savagely Continued ;> 60 
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When it comes to taking 


full advantage of Old Sol's 


rays, Gail Williams is 


one girl who has the method 


down pat. First she finds 


a secluded locale, next she 


doffs her duds and then 


torso slowly, carefully baking 


each portion in turn until 


the whole turns a soft golden 


brown The result? A tasty 


tor glamor gourmets! 















How to be a nobody 

Attention status seekersl A nobody is a man who has nothing to gain, nothing 
to lose and nothing to worry about. He's a cipher. He's a zero. But he's got it model 


■V HARRY GRIQORY 



(Ed. Note: The following inter¬ 
view 15 unexpurgated. It took place 
in New York's Central Park where 
our interviewer had gone to put a 
set of questions to people concern¬ 
ing status This, incidentally, was 
the subject planned to be covered 
in rhis article. The original title was 
“How to be a Somebody." However, 
what you are about to read so im¬ 
pressed the editor that he decided 
that 'nobodiness' is a much more 
important philosophy. Indeed, so 
great was the impression that he 
may fhrotr up his job, leave his 
wife, sell his car and become a ‘no¬ 
body.’ And so. perhaps, will you.) 

(Interviewer’s pre-interview no¬ 
tations: Subject is male, in late 30s, 
dressed shabbily, unshaven and ob¬ 
viously lower-class. Should be per¬ 
fect example of how even those at 
bottom of barrel seek some sort of 
status Looks at me suspiciously as I 
approach.) 

interviewer: How do you do, sir? 
I represent SCAMP magazine. We 
are doing an article on status among 
various strata of society. I wonder 
if I might ask you some questions? 

Subject: Why the hell should I 
answer any questions for you? 
That’s the trouble with the world. 
Everybody’s goin’ around asking ev¬ 
erybody else stupid questions. 

interviewer: Well, sir, it’s my job 
to ask questions and I’d really ap¬ 
preciate it if you’d cooperate. 

Subject: That’s a damnfool job 
for a grown man! Give me one rea¬ 
son why I should cooperate. 

int.: Hmm. Well, perhaps I’d bet¬ 
ter find somebody else. 

Sub.: Now don’t go runnin’off mad, 
sonny. I don’t reckon I got anything 
more important to do ... Is that a 
cigarette you’re smokin’ there? 

int.: Why, yes. 

Sub.: Well, don’t step on the butt. 

int. (projffenng pack of cigarettes) : 
Have one. 

Sub.: Thanks. Okay, make with 
the questions. 

int.: Well, first of all, sir, what 
sort of work do you do? 

Sub.: I don’t. 

Int.: I beg your pardon? 

Sub.: I don’t work. 

Int.: I see. Unemployed at present. 

Sub.: Present, past and future. 1 
never work. 

int.: But how do you live, sir? 

Sub.: I panhandle. Sometimes I 
steal. But only food. 


Int.: Yes, well—May I ask if you 
live in a house, apartment, or hotel, 
sir? 

Sub.: None of ’em. I live here. 

int.: You mean here? In the park? 
Aren’t you cold in winter? 

Sub.: Winters I go to Florida. 

int.: Oh! Where do you get the 
money to get there? 

Sub.: Don’t need any. I ride the 
rails. . . . What do you do winters? 

Int. (taken abajek): Why, I stay 
right here in New York and work. 

Sub.: Don’t you get cold? 

int. (with a nervows laugh): In¬ 
deed 1 do. 

Sub.: Why don’t you go to Flor¬ 
ida? 

int. (nettled at the turn the con¬ 
versation has taken): I can’t afford 
it. 

Sub. (sympathetically): Well. I 
don’t guess they pay much for goin’ 
around askin’ folks silly questions 


Still, you could ride the rails 
too. you know 

Int Yes. I suppose 1 could 
(Then, determined to get him back 
on the* track): I take it you're not 
married. 

Sub : Why buy a cow when milk 
is cheap? 

Jnr : What*’ Oh. I see Yes Un¬ 
married. Well now, the next batch 
of questions has to do with your 
possessions. They serve to clarify 
your status. 

Sub.: All I own are the clothes 
on my back — and the Salvation 
Army gave me those 

int : Umm. Well, have you ever 
owned a house, or a car, or a TV 
set? 

Sub.: Houses tie you down. You 
don’t own one. It owns you. And a 
car is just somethin’ that gobbles 
gas and takes you some place you 
don’t Continued on next page 



‘Like the fella said, it’s only a vertical 

attempt at fulfilling a naturally horizontal desire." 
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"Their husbands are too busy chasing the al¬ 
mighty buck to keep 'em happy, so I oblige." 


really want to get to anyway As for 
TV—you can watch more interesting 
things in just an hour of walkin' 
around this town if you keep your 
eyes open than in ten years of fail¬ 
in’ asleep in front of the squawk 
box. 

Int. (rapidly checking off (he list 
of questions ): Washing machine 
dryer, dishwasher, garbage disposal 
unit, vacuum cleaner, air condi¬ 
tioner. hi-fi set. movie projector, 
freezer—1 don’t suppose you’ve ever 
owned any of those things either*’ 
Sub.: Nope Have you** 
int.: Well, some of them 
Sub.: Do they make you happy ' 
Int Well, happiness is a rela¬ 
tive thing 

Sub.: The hell it is* Either you’re 
happy or you’re not There’s nothing 
relative about it I guess you’re not 
Int ( arpumetitattrelp ) I’m rea¬ 
sonably happy I’ve got a w ife and 
a couple of kids and 1 own my home 
and I’ve got a nice job and -Well. 
I’ve got everything a man needs to 
be happy 

Sub.: Ha’ Take a look at your¬ 
self You know damn well you're 
not happy Sure, you’ve got a wife, 
but I’ll bet all the time you're 
letching after the wife of the guv 
next door Kids' Nothing but head¬ 
aches and expense and you'll oiunt 
yourself lucky if they don't end up 
juvenile delinquents And you don't 
own your home The bank does and 
every month I’ll bet you sweat out 
the payments. As for vmu job 
well, what would you n-allv bke 
to do*' 


/▼if t .shaken info f rufh fulness i 
Once I wanted t». be a sculptor 
Sub Well, wh> aren’t you a 
sculptor 0 

Int A lot <«f reasons I couldn’t 
make any m«»ne> at it I didn't have 
anv reai ’alent I couldn't even af¬ 
ford t*» bu> cla> and the other stuff 
I needed 

Sub i deroyorit ei y > Buy clav' 
If that isr, 4 the lamest excuse’ Why 
didn't \ nu g. out and dig it up*' And 


no talent—that’s a lot of malarkey. 
What do you need talent for? You 
didn’t want to be a sculptor. You 
wanted to be a success/til sculptor. 
If you wanted to be a sculptor, 
you'd be one, good bad or indiffer¬ 
ent And it w'ouldn t matter to you 
if you never made a nickel at it. 

Int I suppose you’re right . . . 
Well look, do you mind if we get on 
with this* 

Sub I don’t care—as long as your 
cigarettes hold out 

/nf The next thing we cover is 
how you entertain yourself. Do you 
ever go to movies’* 

Sub I’ve sneaked into one or two 
to get warm 

Int Ah! What’s your favorite 
kind of picture? 

Sub Coming attractions. 

Int How’s that? 

Sub Coming attractions. They 
tell you everything you want to 
know- about the picture and a lot of 
things that aren’t in it at all They 
never made a movie as exciting and 
• nterla;mng as the coming attrac- 
te n** l like* newsreels, too They 
lc• * f ’h* hr«f actors them politicians 

k !! . 

/* ' D*. v • *«i »*\.» r g»* dancing 0 

>' N !>• l.ikr the fella said, 

■* a* .«»?» mpt at fulfili- 

• « -v b*if:7**i,ta 1 desire 

H«*w about con- 

•Kl IlMMi ’ 
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Sub.: I catch some on the Mall in 
the park here sometimes. They’re 
okay, but I stopped gom’ because of 
the people. 

hit.: The people? 

Sub.: Yeah, the people at the con¬ 
certs. They don’t listen to the music. 
They take it apart. They interpret 
it. They have to find all kinds of 
meanings. They’re not satisfied to 
just listen. 

Int.: I see . . . What about your 
social life? Do you have any friends? 

Sub.: Everybody's my friend. You 
know why? I got nothing they want 
and they got nothing I want. You 
lake the average guy—who are his 
friends? His relatives, his neighbors, 
his business contacts—that’s who. 
His relatives because he’s stuck with 
them; his neighbors likewise. And 
his business friends are the ones he 
only pretends he’s playing golf or 
bridge with, when what he’s really 
playing are the angles. Me? I like 
everybody and everybody likes me. 

Int.: Ah, how about feminine 
companionship? 

Sub : You mean sex? 

Int.: Well, not exactly. I mean, 
there are other forms of feminine 
companionship. 

Sub.: Name one. 

Int.: Well, there’s just talking to 
a woman—enjoying her company, 
things like that. 

Sub: Talking about what? 

Int.: Anything. The world, the 
weather, politics, the arts. Anything. 

Sub.: Talking about the world 
never got anybody anywhere and 
talking about it to a woman is just 
a waste of time. The weather is 
what it is and what’s to discuss? 
Politics are a fraud and art is only 
important to the artists. Besides, 
discussing anything like that with 
a woman is just hypocritical. You 
know what you want. She knows 
what you want. Why waste time 
talking? 

Int.: Umm. Well, what about sex 
then? 

Sub.: I’m for it. 

Int.: I mean, how do you go about 
it? 

Sub.: The same as always. Don’t 
tell me them scientists have come 
up with a new way. 

Int.: No, no. What I mean is, 
what sort of women give you gra¬ 
tification? How do you meet them? 
Are you only attracted to those 
from your own social class? 

Sub.: I’ve hardly ever seen a 
woman from any social class that 
didn’t attract me. I meet them all 


over. Sometimes they’re housewives 
when I come to the door for a hand¬ 
out. Their husbands are loo busy 
chasing the almighty buck to keep 
’em happy, so I oblige. Sometimes 
they’re just lonely girls walking in 
the park and sighing over the cou¬ 
ples on the benches, hungry for a 
man, but too shy to find one. You’d 
be surprised how many of ’em are 
flattered when I come up to ’em. 
And sometimes they’re just girls on 
the road, nobodies like me, happy 
about sex just like 1 am. 

Int.: Would you say you had fre¬ 
quent relations? Do you, umm, 
make out well? 

Sub.: I do all right. How about 
you? 

Int. (wryly): Not so hot. 

Sub.: That’s what 1 thought. 

Int. (this is a key question): How 
would you define your status in the 
world? 

Sub.: I haven’t got any. 

Int.: Oh, come now. Everybody 
has some status—or thinks they do. 
How do you rate yourself? 

Sub.: I don’t. How do you rate 


yourself? What’s your status? 

Int. I’m middle-middle-class. 
White collar. Head of household. 
Ambitious to reach upper middle 
class. 

Sub.: That’s a hell of an ambition! 
That’s the trouble with you guys. 
You’re always trying to pigeonhole 
people. Middle-middle! What bush- 
wa! And the worst part of it is that 
you’re succeeding. Everybody tries 
as hard as they know' how to be 
like somebody else—usually the guy 
with just a little more moola And 
the result is that everybody’s get¬ 
ting to be alike. That’s what hap¬ 
pens when you go chasing what you 
call status. 

Int.: But how would you define 
yourself in relation to the rest of 
the world? 

Sub.: I wouldn’t. (Then, taking 
pity on him—) All right, I’m a 
nobody. A cipher. A zero. 

Int.: Don’t you have any ambi¬ 
tion to be anything else? 

Sub.: Nope. 

Int.: You mean your ambition is 
just to be— Continued p. 63 



“Another thing he's always eating himself up 
about is what he reads in the newspaper." 
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She's Sylvia Bourbeau. She was born in the 


10 IS SILVIO? 


stot« of Massachusetts 21 years ago. She went to 


college at U.C.LA. and stayed on in Los Angeles to carve out a career as a model. She 



Is she a sport enthusiast? 


She enjoys going to 
basketball games and likes 
to swim and play tennis, 
but you wouldn't call her 
a dedicated athlete. 





mode! 

irriage 









It the impulsive? Yet, once, on impulse, the wort a tony outfit to a beauty conftit, tbockmg the judges. 


K 


What kind of fellow is the right fellow? Sylvia describes him 
os "intelligent, understanding, warm." She prefers tall men. 




Who then is Sylvia? She is, like 
the little girl in the (Jursery rhyme, 
a mixture of “sugar and spice and 
everything nice." And if she's 
an enigma — what pretty girl isn't? 


















■V TIO MARK 

The new reopdonlit wot • 
raol executive sweet. Ha 
hod a faca Ilka an angel 
and a figure Mwt must kova 
b aan designed by Mia 
davll hlmtaM. Ska wii |ust 
what tha stuff a# Blaine 
Publishing hod baan watt* 
ing for. Tha troublo wot 
that all tha m embers at tha 
staff had tha soma tdaa at 
tha sama Him. Iwt thay 
solved it os gentleman. 
Thay draw lota. And you'll 
never gwaaa who want 

PtOTIOM 


M ARGO GRAINGKR tuned her new job at the Blaine Publishing Company 
on a Monday morning. She arrived early, being a conscientious girl, and 
had a little time to study the layout before learning her duties. It was a small 
firm, putting out two bi-monthly magazines and iU quarters were utilitarian, but 
far from ornate. There was a small reception hall with a switchboard which she 
would preside over, a large room which was a combination, art department and 
photography studio and two smallish offices, one the publisher's and the other 
the executive editor’s. The staff, she had been told when she was hired, consisted 
of six people, including herself. 

She was contemplating the switchboard a little apprehensively when a gang¬ 
ling boy of about 18 entered. He stood in the doorway and stared at her. His 
eager eyes traveled from her trim ankles to her knees, up the snug lines of her 
tight black skirt, over the ample bosom straining against the flimsy silk blouse, 
along the planes of her lively face to the crown of her wavy red hair, and finally 
came to pips with her flashing blue eyes. 

“Inventory over?” she asked with a smile. 

A blush colored his face as though it had been sprayed on. “I— I was just—" 
He couldn't find the words And just waved his hand helplessly. 

'T know," she said pleasantly. Then, taking pity on him, she introduced 
herself. 'Tm Margo Grainger, the new receptionist" 

"Glad to meet you,” he said fervently. “I'm Ned Robbins, I’m the office boy,” 
he added in a low voice 

“Hello," Margo said and smiled to herself as he ducked his head shyly, mut¬ 
tered something about having to get to work and went into the other room. 
Her first day at the Blaine Publishing Company had started. 

It was a hectic day for her. what with getting used to the switchboard, learn¬ 
ing the unfamiliar names and keeping the calls straight. She didn’t really have 
a chance to get acquainted with her co-workers. As far as she could tell, with 
the exception of Ned, none of them seemed to have noticed her at all. 

She couldn’t have been more wrong Indeed, she was the subject of a rather 
•Pirited four-way discussion which took place in the early afternoon. Partici¬ 
pating in it were Sam Burton, art director of Blaine Publishing, Harry Johnson, 
the firm’s advertising manager. Tom Randolph, its staff photographer and Ralph 
Denton, the executive editor Sam started the ball rolling. 

That," he said, jerking his thumb In the direction of the reception office 
“is some sexy bit of goods ’* 

“Definitely a dish for the man who thinks for himself." said Harry 
“Quail what is quail." Tom agreed 

“Physiologically speaking.' Ralph summed up. "we all seem to be in agree¬ 
ment that our new rereptiomst displays decidedly superior qualities.” 

■Putting it in a nutshell -which is impossible—she’s stacked.” 

“A real executive sweet " 



. "77 sevow fesr*. Ralph ,„, d h,m stroking his moustache “Girls 

<d that type are invariably attracted to distinguished look ins old.- m ^ if 
Please* their van.ty U. think that . man who has / °“*T men ' !t 

world take, an sihrwt in th-n "™l-h« nd knowledge of the 
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BACHELOR 

GIRLS’ 

CRUISE 

Glamor models Donna Buttons 
and Linda Reynolds thought up 
the perfect vacation plan, 
but their scheme was thwarted! 



ould, to be playful when the 
□s possible. The last idea re- 
three shades lighter than its 
p should be strictly manless. 






Since if was a "No Men Allowed!" jaunt, Linda had no qualms about sunning in the altogether—which was altogether great! 


I T ALL BEGAN at the lunch counter of a New York 
drugstore one cold, slushy day last February. Top, 
titian-tressed glamor model Linda Reynolds had stopped 
in for a cup of java between assignments and found 
herself seated next to Donna Buttons. Donna, also a lop 
poser, commented on the depressing weather and soon 
the girls were exchanging gripes about the hectic pace 
of their mutual profession. “I’d just like to be away 
from it all, someplace where it’s warm and sunny, some 
place where there are no photographers to badger me 
with instructions,’' Linda summed up. "Is there such a 
place?" Donna asked wistfully. "I can’t thmk of a spot 
where you can’t throw a rock and hit a photographer " 


Linda thought a moment. Then she snapped her fingers 
"At sea!" she exclaimed ' If we hired a boat and went 
to sea, we could get away from it all, even the lens- 
men " A few weeks later the girls were in Miami to put 
the plan into action. They hired a small cabin cruiser 
named—appropriately— "Roamin' //ulidai/" and set out 
on a solitary cruise, no men allowed—and certainly no 
photographers. But they reckoned without the deter¬ 
mination of Bill Hamilton, an enterprising lensman who 
got wind of their intentions. Bill managed to stow away 
and take these glamor shots The girls took it like good 
sports and enjoyed their cruise anyway So did Bill— 
and so. we hope, will you’ • 










Wh«n th« stowaway photog mads his prosanco known, 




Lensman Hamilton was even lurking nearby when the) 
rented the 'Roamin' Hohday’ for »heir c'u»se B<i 
hid below deck until they were underway, then crep 
up on them without being seen and took these shots 






When they discovered his presence, Jhe gi^s. talked ovi 
do and finally decided they might as well pose and c 
with. Anyway^ Bill agreed to pay weir for their ^nod? 
ices.and this made them a lot more willing to cooperate 






ARE MEN AFRAIDJ^t^TOMEN? 

•V JOIL CHm 


B OB and Shirley Kardell met for the first time on the 
TV show “People are Funny ’* They were intro¬ 
duced to each other because UNIVAC, an electronic 
matchmaker, declared them completely compatible as 
marital partners So they got married, and by mathe¬ 
matical calculations should live happily ever after 
“What has she got that we haven’t?” many a high 
voltage sexpot sighed enviously as she turned off the 
TV and retired to her lonely bed, wishing earnestly that 
UNIVAC would fill the vacuum in her life 

For, let’s face it, the average American male is scared 
silly of sexy females Sure he’ll ogle them, whistle at 
them, make passes at them with the slightest encour¬ 
agement, or even none at all But when it comes to* 
marriage, he’ll find himself a nice old-fashioned gal 
whose sexual attributes are not so conspicuous He is 
much less interested in her potential as a bed-partner 
than as a wife and mother 

Not, of course, that the two categories are mutually 
exclusive Heaven forbid’ 

If you don’t believe that the average Joe will pass up 
the sexy dames when he is ready to settle down to 


connubial blisa, ask Hollywood. It’s common knowledge 
that many of the screen’s most outstanding sirens are 
the loneliest women in the world. 

Take for instance the sexiest sex kitten of them all, la 
Bardot Although only 22, she has fallen in and out of 
love with monotonous regularity. Again and again she 
ha* tossed her heart to men who either didn’t want it at 
all, or wanted it only on their own conditions. Love, 
with Brigitte, has been a one-way street. 

In her marriage to producer-director Roger Vadim she 
sought a man who would possess her passionately. What 
she got was a wise, calm promoter determined to con¬ 
vert her into a symbol of sex and make her rich and 
famous After him was Sacha Distel. “He always saw 
her as a famous actress, not a woman,” Bardot’s friends 
say Besides, she couldn’t hold him. Even while she 
kept insisting he would marry her, gossip columnists 
were linking his name with other flames. And Sacha 
wasn't denying the rumors. 

Result until her recent marriage to dimple-cheeked 
22 vear-old Jacques Charrier she floundered around in 
* sea of unhappiness, uncertainty and loneliness. “Brig- 


Once they called them witches and even today we say that a 


"bewitched" wHm he falls under 


itic needs love like others need food and drink,” one 
of her intimate friends says. It remains to see whether 
she will get it, and security too. from this youth who 
had practically no experience with women when he met 
her on a movie lot. 

Remember Lana Turner? After five unhappy mar¬ 
riages and one broken romance with a guy who refused 
to marry her. out of sheer loneliness she wound up in 
the arms of professional gigolo and petty gambler John¬ 
ny Stompanato—and a tragedy that will cast a shadow 
over the rest of her life. “I’ve always played the Patsy 
in every love affair,” she wailed. ‘‘Nobody ever took 
care of me.” 

It may seem to you that anyone who would prefer to 
curl up with a good book when Rita Hayworth was 
available should have his head examined. Yet that pre¬ 
cisely was her complaint when she divorced Orson 
Welles. The Body Beautiful testified sadly: “When it 
came time to go to bed he’d stay downstairs reading a 
book, and advise me to do the same!” How intellectual 
can you get? 

Strangely enough, glamorous Ava Gardner cited the 
same complaint when she shed Artie Shaw. ‘‘Artie 
didn’t love me.” she testified. ‘‘All he cared about was 
books. I’d go to bed alone, while he sat reading!” 

Maybe sex is only 50 percent of a good marriage, but 
it’s at least 90 percent of an unhappy one. 

Don’t get the idea that it’s only the American male 
who shies away from a permanent relationship with 
sexy females, or that this curious aberration is confined 
to the modern era. Some of the most famous sirens of 
history learned, to their sorrow*, that a w*ell-stacked 


torso couldn’t compete with homelier virtues. 

Way back in ancient Greece any woman who empha¬ 
sized sex appeal was considered immodest and wanton. 
Sex w f as the oldest profession, and the poet Antiphanes 
w r rote: “A courtesan is a calamity to the man who keeps 
her.” Another writer, Anaxiles, warned that “not one of 
the w r ild beasts is more devastating than a harlot.” 

The Egyptians were more tolerant. Cleopatra w*as only 
21 when she seduced Julius Caesar. According to author¬ 
ities on the period she was a hot-blooded, highly sexed 
voluptuary. Evidently the 50-year-old Roman found her 
too much of a good thing for he abandoned her for 
Servilia, a sedate matron of a noble Roman family 

The nymph of the Nile was well past her prime when 
Mark Antony appeared on the scene, but she still exuded 
enough oomph to inspire in him what tradition has 
portrayed as “the grand passion.” Still it wasn’t pas¬ 
sionate enough to keep him from marrying Octavia, 
sister of his co-ruler of Rome, Octavian. 

Lecherous Louis XIV exercised his kingly prerogative 
by bedding dow r n impartially w r ith chamber maids, peas¬ 
ant girls and ladies of noble birth. At least two of his 
mistresses were noted for their sexual proclivities: 
Louise de la Valliere and Mme. de Montespan. However 
he finally abandoned all others for Mme. de Maintenon. 
three years older than himself and completely indiffer¬ 
ent to sex. 

Indeed a contemporary source states: “Despite the 
affection she bore for Louis XIV, she submitted to the 
conjugal duties only with regret and her spiritual di¬ 
rector had to exhort her to conquer her repulsion on 
these painful occasions.” In spite of Cont. on next page 
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the spell of a siren. Is that why males shy away from vamps? 


ARE MEN AFRAID OF SEXY WOMEN? 


her lack of sexuality she remained 
his mistress for 32 years, and he 
secretly married her when the 
Queen died. 

In Puritan New England sex was 
considered a sin, and sexually at¬ 
tractive women creatures of the 
Devil. Even the most fanatic of the 
witch-burners of the time was not 
however, immune to temptations of 
the flesh. In 1703, shortly after his 
wife died, Cotton Mather was vis¬ 
ited by a handsome young gentle¬ 
woman of 20 summers (according 
to his diary) “with her most im¬ 
portunate requests that I would 
make her mine. What snares may be 
laying for me, I know not.” 

He wrestled with the Devil, beg¬ 
ged the girl to leave off “lest the 
strain of it kill me.” To escape her 
wiles, the old witch-burner Anally 
married a modest young widow who 
lived but two houses away, and thus 
saved his soul from eternal damna¬ 
tion. 

In fact in Cotton Mather’s day any 
seductive female was likely to be 
burned as a witch, especially if de¬ 
nounced by jealous neighbors Under 
torture she was forced to admit 
having had relations with the Devil 
in lurid detail. One of the tests of 
witchcraft was to shave all the hair 
off their bodies and prick them with 
a needle—especially in the areas of 
the sex organs—in order to And "in¬ 
sensitive” places where Satan had 
put his mark on them. 

Benjamin Franklin, half a cen¬ 
tury later, was far from allergic to 
sexually attractive women Never¬ 


theless he advised young men not to 
marry them. “You cannot pluck 
roses without fear of thorns, nor 
enjoy a fair wife without danger of 
horns," he warned. In his mildly 
scandalous “Letter to a Young Man 
on the Choice o/ a Mistress" he urg¬ 
ed that an older woman be preferred 
because "she will be prudent, wise, 
infertile and grateful!" 

Horace Walpole, an English gen¬ 
tleman, Member of Parliament and 
noted literary amateur, took Frank¬ 
lin’s advice seriously. He selected as 
mistress the 70-year-old Marquise 
du Deffand In her youth she had 
been a famous -beauty, mistress of 
the Due d‘Or lean s (Regent of 
France) and numerous other men of 
importance and high rank. But by 
the time Walpole met her she was a 
tiny, withered, bird-like wisp of a 
woman, her once translucent skin 
dry and pale, her clear blue eyes 
totally blind for 20-odd years' No 
sexpot she! 

In Victorian days decent women 
were sexless If one occasionally did 
feel those “vile stirrings,’ it was 
considered shameful and degrading 
to yield to them In fact an English 
marriage manual published in 1839 
warned ladies that "an excessive ar¬ 
dor of desire” of "passion strongly 
excited” would cause female steril¬ 
ity! “It is welt known that complai¬ 
sance, tranquility, silence and secrecy 
are necessary for prolific coition ” 

The author, a Dr Michael Ryan, 
didn’t bother to explain how come 
all the illegitimate kiddies in his 
country 


Thus throughout the ages in every 
civilized nation in the world men 
were taught to fear, distrust and 
avoid like the plague seductive fe¬ 
males. It was only with the dawn 
of the 20th century, and the sexual 
revolution heralded by Sigmund 
Freud, that the paramount impor¬ 
tance of the subconscious sex drive 
in both men and women was recog¬ 
nized. Even today many people 
regard his teachings that everyone 
has an unconscious—a sort of psy¬ 
chic closet stuffed with the skeletons 
of infantile, homosexual, incestuous 
and perverse desires—as vile and 
indecent. As late as 1910 he and his 
disciples were regularly castigated 
at medical meetings and psycho¬ 
analysis was regularly denounced. 

In the late 1920s the revolution 
reached Hollywood, sex became a 
box-office commodity, the sexpot a 
star However the male fear of sexy 
women, and the reluctance to accept 
them as marital partners in this 
country, persists. Psychologists be¬ 
lieve that this is based on one or 
more of the following factors: 

1 — The latent feeling that sex 
except for the purpose of 
procreation is a sin, therefore 
sexy women are immoral; 

2 — Dread that such women use 
sex as a weapon to dominate 
their husbands, and thus 
"wear the pants ” in the fam- 

I*. 

3— Jealousy, the conviction that 
the husband of such a woman 
somehow ts "sharing the 
wealth “ with other men; 

4 — Fear that a sensual female 
will rapidly exhaust her law¬ 
ful mate seek satisfaction or 
revenge by cuckolding him 
unfh other men; 

5— Conversely, the rumor that 
sexy-huiking women actually 
are frigid 

M<>st agree that it will take a long 
Mfm> before men in the United States 
» us accept the fact that sexy-look- 
females arc not much different 
fnwr, other women, have the same 
desires and instincts, only more so. 
Meanwhile, the average fellow will 
continue to shy away from those 
sexy sirens A 
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rl for 20th Cent 


man is a combination 


She is demure and so 


a casual dresser (at times) and the 


acme of fashion (at others). She's in other words, the sweet 


girl-next-door who has grown up and learned to be glamorous 


The best example of this ideal feminine mixture of the plain and the fancy that we've seen is 







Judy Crowder Here is a girl who is equally at 


home in the kitchen or the ballroom, a lass who can 


trade recipes with her neighbors, or bon mots 


with her beaus, a blonde beauty who looks as pretty 


and appealing in dungarees or an apron as in 

fhe most fashionable evening gown. The plain truth 


is thot Judy strikes our fancy either way! 
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T^TOAH Webster defines a courtesan as "a loose woman/ 1 
11 The Oxford Universal Dictionary is more precise, if 
less chivalrous, in proclaiming her to be “a strumpet, a 
woman attached to the court of a prince, a court mistress." 

These definitions are stoutly challenged, however, by 
the voice of a woman who ought to know. “A courtesan 
and a mistress," says this expert, “are as far apart as the 
poles. Anyone can be a mistress; one has to be bom a 
courtesan." 

‘The courtesan never becomes a personal possession," 
the lady goes on. “She enters the life of a wealthy, pow¬ 
erful man only to take him out of the tempestuous region 
in which he lives and plunges him into a torrid zone of 
voluptuousness. He is never a master in her house, only 
a guest. 

“Most of the enchantresses of kings and statesmen have 
risen from humble origin, even poverty, to lives of regal 
nagniflcence," she says. ‘Take Thais, Phryne, Theodora, 
fell Gwynne, Mme. DuBarry, Lola Montez—all rose from 
ibscurity.” 

So too, did Belle Livingstone, who gave voice to the 
ibove sentiments only a few years before she died in 
057. Last of the great courtesans, a breed which, by her 
<wn description, had become “as extinct as the American 
<ufialo," Belle came out from under a sunflower bush on 
Kansas farm—an apple-cheeked, pug-nosed, red- 
aired hoyden—to become within a few years one of the 
lost sought-after figures in Europe’s most glamorous 
ge, the carefree, tax-free, champagne-sipping, diamond- 
inging Edwardian Era. 

For more than two decades, while all Europe was 
ancing madly, unwittingly toward the precipice that 
as to be World War One, Belle Livingstone was one of 
le maddest dancers of all. Bedecked in gems worthy of 
i Indian Empress, dressed in gowns that even by today’s 
andards were atrociously expensive, she flitted from 
le Continental gathering place of the elite to another, 
ne rubbed shoulders with royalty—once she had dinner 
ith four Kings—and met all the renowned figures of 
•r day. 

Belle sailed through London, Paris, Cairo, the Riviera. 


Always she was surrounded by fabulously wealthy ad¬ 
mirers—she had a native instinct for money and could 
tell a genuine millionaire from a well-dressed slob at 
100 paces—who vied frenziedly to outdo each other in 
the lavishness of the gifts they poured into her unre- 
luctant lap. 

This was an age when rich men handed out priceless 
baubles as casually as a modem Lothario flings a dollar 
to a hatcheck girl. William Leeds, affectionately known to 
showgirls and the press as Billy, the tin-plate king, was 
in the habit of presenting huge diamond hearts to any 
girl who struck his fancy. Belle Livingstone, one of these, 
considered the gem vulgar and ostentatious, but permit¬ 
ted herself to accept one when he took her to Tiffany’s for 
a chain to match. 

Once, in Cairo, when accompanying a member of the 
fantastically wealthy Catahoi family to the theater, Belle 
decided to try her charms on the Egyptian. Seated in her 
box, she suddenly announced that she had lost her dia¬ 
mond ring, a little thing worth $5,500 that had been 
given her by a London admirer. (In the meanwhile, she 
had let the ring slip into her corsage.) After a fruitless 
search, she casually gave up the ring as lost. 

The ruse worked. The very next day a messenger 
called and presented her with a small box. Inside it was 
a huge solitaire diamond, worth more than twice the 
one she “lost.” 

Even her return, eventually, to her homeland was 
spectacular. Broke and back in single harness after four 
weddings, Belle came back to New York in the Roaring 
Twenties and opened what was probably the gaudiest, 
swankiest speakeasy that town ever knew. She achieved 
an avalanche of publicity when it was raided; she was 
arrested and sent to jail for 30 days—but after that, her 
phenomenal luck failed. She lived more or less obscurely 
until 1957, when she died in her basement apartment on 
the East Side, at the ripe age of 82. 

Belle Livingstone had two great things going for her, 
besides a full-bosomed, wasp-waisted, slim-hipped chas¬ 
sis that drove men delirious in the closing days of the 
19th Century. One was a magnificent Continued p. 58 
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Nature 

GH... 


M TWeou wtrt oKvt today, his 
'Mi to aatoro ## movement might bo 
ghroa hapotue by Mo p e Hathaway, 
a aafaral hsooty who loves natural 


We'd like to be able to my that the wood* are full of iu<h 
beauty, but girl* like Hope ore reolly rore in the fore«t 


I K YOU’RE a cily boy. then the idea of traipsing back 
to nature” probably Alls you with apathy The very 
thought of long jaunts through the woods mis make your 
corns ache The idea of dragging out of b**d with the 
roosters to view a pastoral sunrise might elicit nothing 
but yawns The prospect of breathing in the cool clean, 
crisp air of the country, of feasting your smog-accus¬ 
tomed eyes on verdant foliage in full blinen of tasting 
npc berries from the vine - all these things may mean to 
you are recurrent asthma, an attack of astigmatism and 
the likelihood of gastronomic catastrophe You prefer 
highways to woodsy byways, modern plumhmg to bub¬ 
bling streams and the Ed Sullivan show to the chirp of 
the crickets In short thev ran give the country back tu 
the Indians -as far as vihj re concerned city life * the 
life for you Well, in principle we agree but when 
SC* AMP’s photographer returned from the hinterlands 
with these picture* ->f H*>pe H*thaw'S> ircenM\ we btgao 
to wonder if w« d l>e**rt minting sr/rm’thmg bv giving 
nature the* go Ac«1 j e ♦ p*-*sih*\ i;,\r hmj % 















A wife is a woman who sticks by 
her husband through ail the troubles 
he wouldn't have had if he hadn’t 
married her. 

• * • 

# Tis better to have loved a short girl 
than never to have loved a tall. 

* • • 

M oss Hart, the well-known play¬ 
wright and author of the best-sell¬ 
ing autobiography, “Act One,” was 
given an advance from a producer 
to write a play. A year went by and 
Moss hadn’t submitted a page of 
script. Finally, the producer called 
him. “How you doing on that play?” 
he wanted to know. 

“Coming along,” Moss told him 
blithely. 

“Just how far have you gotten?” the 
producer insisted on knowing. 

“I’ll tell you,” said Hart, “it’s like 
this. The way I’ve got this play out¬ 
lined, it’s going to be in three acts 
and two intermissions. I’m just about 
inished with the two intermissions.” 


Then there's the lady truck drwer 
oho swerved to avoid a child and 
ell out of bed. 


he difference between a Northern 
irl and a Southern girl is that the 
"orthern girls says, “You can,” while 
le Southern belle says, “You all 
m.” 

* * • 

i wolf pulled into a local Lovers' 
me one night and gunned his gas 
?dai. His motor started to knock , as 
> d known it would. “I wonder what 
at knock can be?'' he remarked to 
e sweet young thing at his side. 

'll tell you what it isn't," she an¬ 
gered demurely. “It isn't oppor- 

nity .” 

♦ * * 

friend of ours found a nice, quiet, 
:luded motel. It’s so quiet, he 
urns, that you can hear the moths 
acking their lips. 


*ard about the upholsterer who 
ilyzes headshrinkers’ couches? 


'atch the surface of any woman 
l you’re liable to find that she 
is it! 

• • + 

local distillery pays its overtime 
kers time-and-a-fifth. 


SCAMPISH 


In a really adult Western the hero 
drinks Martinis. 

» # * 

The funny thing about foreign cars 
is that the people who can afford them 
usually can’t fit into them. 



HUMOR 


to be opened in Florida that will be 

called “THE YANKEE CLIPPER.’ 

• * • ^ 

Talk about dirty politics: One Demo¬ 
crat we know claims Eisenhower is a 
lousy golfer! 


The latest Martian gag going around 
is concerned with the man from Mars 
who landed in Las Vegas and said, 
“Take me to the cleaners.” 

* * ♦ 

O Id blondes never fade. They just 
dye away. 

* * * 

It’s not true that a new hotel is going 


The loudest noise in the world is the 
first rattle in your new car. 

* * * 

Russia may get to the moon before 

we do, but it’s sure that we’ll be the 

first to offer Foreign Aid. 

• • * 

They’ re coming out with a new type 
tranquilizer. It doesn’t relax you. It 
just makes you enjoy feeling tense. 






The Kiss-Off 


FICTION 



The nice thing about an 


affair with a married woman is 


that when a man wants to 


call it quits, she can't stop 


him. But Sandra found a way! 
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44FT1HERE, I guess that will teach 
X him/’ Sandra Cummings said 
as she climbed out of Lee McCrae’s 
bed. 

‘Teach who?** Lee asked sleepily. 

'That stinking no-good husband 
of mine . . . that will teach him to 
put me on short rations; that’ll teach 
him he has something to be jealous 
about.” 

“Ha, ha . . . yeah, I guess it would 
if he knew about it,” Lee said lifting 
his arms above his head and stretch¬ 
ing. This little episode with Sandra 
had been very pleasant but it was 
about time to end it. That was the 
nice thing about married women, he 


thought, there wouldn’t be any com¬ 
plications. They had as much rea¬ 
son as the guy for keeping an affair 
quiet . . . more, in fact. So they 
couldn’t raise a yell when you got 
ready to look around for someone 
else. 

"Oh, he’s going to know about it.” 
Sandra’s voice interrupted his pleas¬ 
ant speculation about who was go¬ 
ing to be Sandra’s replacement. 
"You can be damn well sure that he 
is going to know about it.” 

"What!” Lee sat up in bed, the 
covers falling off his husky shoul¬ 
ders. 

"Why, of course, darling. There 


wouldn’t be too much point to it if 
I didn’t tell him about it and watch 
him suffer.” 

"Now, Sandra, Sandra, I don’t 
think you know what you’re say¬ 
ing.” There was astonishment strug¬ 
gling with fright on Lee’s handsome 
face. "I’m sure you must be joking 
. . . you wouldn’t tell old Bill. I 
mean you wouldn’t want to hurt 
him . . . Bill’s a nice fellow and . . ” 

"I certainly would want to hurt 
him! What would be the point of 
having started the whole, thing in 
the first place if I didn’t go through 
with it?” 

"You . . . you Continued p. 64 
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T HE Conrprt .Mayol has the.* long¬ 
est history of duds-doflfing of any 
of the Paris theatres As a show- 
place for the art of the stnpteu.se 
it dates back to before the days of 
Toulouse-Lautrec And in his day. 
the dwarfish artist patronized the 
theatre and immortalized some of its 
stars with his sketches Today the 
Concert Mayol still keeps up its 
proud tradition. The stress is on the 
quality of beauty in its showgirls 
rather than the number of girls used 
The girls are encouraged to be indi¬ 
vidualists rather than to conform t* 
the pattern of a chorus I me That's 
one reason why ihc best Comm 
Mayol show is backstage m 


A 

Backstage 

Peek 

At 

Paris 


Those lucky Parisians may 


show at the 


what oven they don't realize 


is that the mast spectacular 


show of all Is seen backstage I 


V 


enjoy a pulchritude pocked 


Mayol, but 





















Buttering up the Art Director? No, Madge's 
just giving him pointers on tieing a tie 


Although they never get to .ee the .ailing .how bock.toge po.ron. at Concert Moyol applaud like mod at the grand finale 








•• 0 K kids! One more shot and we'll hove the complete story of your wedding!' 
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How Far Out 

A hilarious study of the fads in 
frivolity from the time of the Pat and 


Mike gogs to today's sick quipsl 


Can We Get ? 

MRS. JONES, can Willie come on? and piav 
ball with us?” 

•‘Johnny, I’m surprised at you. You know W. v a r t 
play ball. He has no arms or legs.” 

"Yeah. I know, but we thought we could use him fo r 
second base.” 

This is a “sick” joke and it’s easy to set how n go? 
that name. 

Grisly, morbid, shocking, ghastly, revolting you 

name it. The “sick” joke is all of these, vet it has a 
tremendous vogue today. Perhaps it reflects ?h« *si«*k” 

state of the world we’re living in 

Even the smoking-room jokes, which we have always- 
had with us, have taken the same morbid turn When 
we laugh at sex today, there is the same undercurrent 
of morbidity, of emphasis on the unnatural The success 
of such books as the current best-selling ‘Lolita ' by- 
Nabokov, a psycho-sexual novel, has had a definite im¬ 
pact on our humor. 

“Something very strange has happened to me.” an 
old roue tells a crony, “I have fallen in love with a 
twelve-year-old.” 




Twelve-year-old irhat'*" is the Kraft-Ebbing type 


response 

The “sick” influence has also affected the psychiatric 
gags A man goes to a psychiatrist. “Doc,” he says, “I 
have a really serious problem I’ve fallen in love with 
a horse ” 

The head-shTinker looks at the man curiously, taps 
his forehead with his glasses, then asks: “Male or 
female' 7 ” 

The patient is all indignation as he sputters: “Why. 
female, of course What do you think I am—queer' 7 

This type of humor is a far call from the sort of thing 
we used to consider funny 

Always, of course, there have been fashions in gags. 
Before the “sick” jokes Americans were laughing at 
rich Texan gags, some of which are still in circulation. 

For instance, the story of the two Texans who went 
out to lunch, th« n strolled over to a Cadillac shou - 
room A big. cream-colored car caught the fancy of 
one and he told the salesman he’d take it. As he reached 
for his checkbook, his friend reached out his hand and 
stopped him 

“This is on me,” he said “After all. you paid for 


unch'” 

And there’s the wealthy Texan who gave his son a 
? o|f dub for Christmas - the Beverly Hills Country 
Z’lub 

The wealthy Texan gags started around the close ot 
World War II, That conflict, of course, had its own 
variety of humor, most of it emphasizing the valor, 
prowess and independence of our fighting men, and 
deprecating that of the enemy and his leaders. Also 
there was a rash of funny talk about those frightening 
madmen. Hitler and Mussolini. 

But jokes have always run in cycles. Before the 40s, the 
humor was tinged with far more innocence than now^ 
Who recalls the “Little Audrey” series, considered 
rather cvmcal by some in their time, but as mild as 
milk-toast by today’s Continued on next page 



HOW FAR OUT CAN WE GET? continued 


standards? And who can forget them? 

Little Audrey was a small, she- 
devil type child, who always had 
the last laugh. A typical “Little 
Audrey” joke might go like this: 
Papa told Audrey he was worried, 
terribly worried, because he had 
started growing a lot of bumps on 
his head. But Little Audrey just 
laughed and laughed because she 
knew who mixed the bust developer 
with Papa’s shampoo. 

A person telling a “Little Audrey” 
story would have been barred from 
the club for life if he eliminated the 
standard line, “Little Audrey laugh¬ 
ed and laughed because . . .” 

Little Audrey had a long reign 
in.the annals of American humor, 
but ultimately she went her way, 
as had the “you tell ’ems,” the Pro¬ 
hibition jokes, the “he and she” 
dialogues, the Pat and Mike gags 
and others. 

They are all moribund, if not 
completely dead, and live only in a 
reincarnation, or, as the humor 
writers put it, “with a new twist.” 
For jokes themselves never die; 
they fade away only temporarily, to 
return again another day in an out¬ 
wardly different guise. 

“Shaggy dog” stories had a tre¬ 
mendous vogue at one time. How 
they got the title is a moot point, 
possibly it stems from the fact that 
the majority of these have to do 
with animals. As, for instance: 

A horse shows up at the Yankees’ 
training camp at St. Petersburg, 
Fla., and asks manager Casey Sten¬ 
gel for a tryout. The cynical Yankee 
skipper is dubious, but the steed is 
persistent, and so eloquent in his 
appeal that Stengel finally agrees. 
“Grab a glove,” he says, '“and get 
out there at second base.” 

The horse scampers out to second 
base and a batter starts slamming 
grounders at him. The horse not 
only scoops up every ball within 
reach, but zips it over to first base 
like a rifle shot. Stengel is notably 
impressed. 

“Let’s see how you are with the 
stick,” he suggests. “Grab a bat and 
go up to the plate.” 

The horse picks up a bat and 
strides to the plate. The first three 
balls the pitcher throws he knocks 


right out of the park. “Hit a few 
more,” Stengel says. The horse belts 
them out on a line to all corners of 
the field. 

“All right,” the cautious Casey 
says, “You can hit and you can 
field. Now let’s see you touch all 
the bases. Run!” 

The horse turns to him with a 
shrug. “Run!” he says. “Hell, if I 
could run, I’d be at Hialeah!” 

This type of thing brought about 
a spate of “shaggy dog” stories. For 
months not a day went by that you 
didn’t hear such a tale. Like the one 
about the well-known booking agent 
who picked up the phone and a 
voice said: “I have a wonderful 
act. I wish you would book me. I 
have the most unusual act in show 
business.” 

“What do you do?” the agent 
asked. 

“I talk,” answered the voice. 

“Oh, for God’s sake,” says the 
agent, there’s nothing unusual about 
that. I thought you said your act 
was different.” 

“It is,” the voice says, “You see, 
I’m a dog.” 

Or: the drunk who wandered 
home at six a.m. and stopped to pet 
the milkman’s horse. To his amaze¬ 
ment, the steed began to talk to 
him. “This*is a hell of a comedown 
for a thoroughbred like me,” the 
horse said, “I used to be a race¬ 
horse. Ran at Aqueduct, Jamaica, 
Churchill Downs, Arlington ... ev¬ 
erywhere.” 

“ ’At sure’s wonderful,” sighs the 
drunk, “J’ ever win any big races?” 

“Should say I did,” the horse an¬ 
swers. “All I did was win the Ken¬ 
tucky Derby.” 

The drunk is awe-stricken. At 
that point the milkman returns to 
his wagon. Summoning up the ap¬ 
propriate dignity, the souse ap¬ 
proaches him and says: “My good 
man, do you realize that you have 
one of the most remarkable animals 
in the history of the world. Why, 
that horse . . 

At this point the milkman inter¬ 
rupts. “Don’t you believe a word he 
tells you,” he says, “He wasn’t even 
in the Kentucky Derby. He was 
scratched the night before!” 

“The “Knock Knock” craze pre¬ 


ceded the “Shaggy Dog” stories, 
sweeping the country some years ago. 
The game was merely a kind of built- 
up pun, and always followed a 
strictly developed formula. 

“Knock Knock,” the first joker 
says. 

“Who’s ther6?” asks the other. 

“Isabel,” is the answer. 

“Isabel who?” 

“Is a bell necessary on a bicycle.” 

After the pair have picked them¬ 
selves up from the floor where they 
landed from a fit of laughing, the 
second joker says: “Knock Knock.” 

“Who’s there? 

“Baloney. 

“Baloney who? 

“Baloney God can make a tree.” 

You see, the more outrageous the 
pun, the better the “Knock Knock.” 
The advantage of this type of joke 
was that even the dullest witted 
could make his own gags. A sort of 
do-it-yourself gag craze. 

There was no end of “Knock 
Knocks.” Who's there? Olive. Olive 
who? Olive another drink. Who’s 
there? Herman. Herman who? He 
was her-man, and he done her 
wrong. Who’s there? Tobey. Tobey 
who? Tobey or not to be, that is the 
question. Who's there? Arthur. Ar¬ 
thur who? Our thermometer. Who’s 
there? Fewer. Fewer who? Fewer 
the only girl in the world and I 
were the only boy. 

Get the idea? 

The Depression, which began in 
1929 and lasted almost a decade, 
brought out a new type of joke— 
the rueful, laughing-with-tears-in- 
your-eyes type of humor. “I’m glad 
I bought all those clothes before the 
market crashed. At least I’ll be the 
best-dressed man on the breadline.” 

This unhappy period in our his¬ 
tory gave birth to the “things are 
so tough” school of comedy. ’Things 
are so tough,” a comic might re¬ 
mark, “that the private eyes are 
taking part-time work, shadowing 
midgets. So tough you have to make 
a reservation to sleep on a park 
bench. So tough you have to be 
careful when walking down Wall 
Street, lest you get struck with a 
falling stockbroker.” 

Not very funny, perhaps, but 
neither were the Ccmiinued p. 64 
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pir It conquers all—and 


T MAKES the world go 
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Jl some of those conquered never qu»u nruvi r It k.-vw • no idw and bo n responsible for the 

breaking of every lave It s love and hk«* death and ‘*xtf ct * a:wav> with os The Greeks had a 
word for it and the Anglo-Saxon* were more graphs but .n tie *rd they < re both talking about 
love The poets have glorified it the artist* h«.ve :rte?pfrted ;t and tr.e composers have set it to 
music. Some men have < uraed the very *i*rd and a i ♦h«* ' ■ rn pi•*> «*n*1 ot fn-rs have lauded its 

povter ’til the very heaven* rang with the*,: praise* Sore#* ha*.«- bv»*n exal.ed by it and some have 
been destroyed by it Some have used i» not wisely but *<► well and other* have “killed the 
thing they love” And with ail ♦he*e * oniradi* Hon* the **T:i!rr.ent > the same Hooray for Love' # 





FICTION 


Old Flames Never Die 

Their affair wot long over, bat Holon fought Dave that memories can be costly! 


c 


T HE JOLT of surprise when he 
saw' her made his hands tremble 
For a moment he didn’t believe that 
it w'as actually Helen, but there 
could be no mistake about that face, 
that body. He spoke her name—too 
loudly—before he realized it 

And then she turned—slow' mov¬ 
ing as always, somehow able to 
make even the movement of turn¬ 
ing her head seem sensual and mt.- 
mate—and there could be no doubt 
David.” was all she said, and walk¬ 
ed to him with her soft mouth open 


in a smile, and her hand reaching 
for his own in a gesture of welcome 
that made him feel they were alone 
despite the crowd in the bar-lounge 
She was holding his hand as he 
spoke again It's wonderful to see 
you again Helen.’’ he said ‘Crime 
on. let's find a booth 

He led her away from the crowd¬ 
ed bar and the deadening chatter 
and found a small booth He stood 
over her. watching her seat herself, 
her movements stili langorous and 
Hu id She was wearing a tailored 
suit. dark, but flecked with gold 
thread and fitted to her body with 
quiet elegance As she moved into 


the booth, her breasts moved with a 
firm thrust against the suit's heavy 
cloth and the‘skirt tightened across 
her lap as she slid across the seat. 

His mind saw her body in a vivid 
memory, the picture clear despite 
the months it had been since they 
had been together. He wondered ex¬ 
actly how long it had been. Long 
enough, he saw, for her to have 
changed the color of the dark hair 
to the ofT-copper shade that re¬ 
flected the glow of light in the 
lounge That long. But not long 
enough for him to forget that soft, 
yielding, pliant body. Never long 
enough for that. 
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“I can’t tell you how good you 
look to me, Helen,” he heard him¬ 
self saying. ‘Where did that tan 
come from—practically in the mid¬ 
dle of winter? Even your hair is 
different.” 

She was laughing at his obvious 
earnestness, and the sound was 
bright and soft. He knew that he 
had pleased her and reached across 
the table to brush her hand with 
his own, happy in the knowledge. 

“The tan is from Nevada,” she 
said, still smiling, “and the hair is 
from a bottle or two.” 

“But I haven't seen you for 
months,” he said. “Nevada? What 
were you doing there?” 

He thought the smile slipped mo¬ 
mentarily before she answered. 
‘Well,” she said, finally, “you re¬ 
member I was having trouble with 
asthma during the summer. The 
doctor said that the climate would 
help, so I went” 

“But why so suddenly? You never 
said a word to me about it. You 
were just suddenly gone one day 
when I called and your landlady or 
the superintendent or whoever I got 
on the phone didn't know any more 
than I did about where you’d gone. 
Why didn’t you tell me?” 

Here eyes blinked twice as he 
looked into her face, waiting for an 
answer. 

Then the smile had disappeared 
completely and, without warning, 
her eyes filled up and she looked as 
though she would cry The hand he 


had been touching lightly moved 
from under his own and flicked to 
her eye for a moment, then dropped 
to her lap. 

”What's wrong, Helen?” he man¬ 
aged to ask, perplexed by the sud¬ 
den change in her mood 

As he watched, baffled, she blink¬ 
ed her eyes once more, but the tears 
had already run out of her eyes and 
onto the softness of her cheek. 

“I'm sorry,” she was saying, even 
as her hand touched the tears away 
from her face/ “Forgive me, David. 
I didn't think this would happen.” 

Mutely, he watched her deft 
movements repair the damage the 
tears had started to make in the 
mascara about her eyes. “But what’s 
wrong, Helen?” he asked again. 

The smile was gone for certain 
now. “Don't make me talk about it, 
David,” she said. “I don’t want to.” 

“But I want to,” he said. “Some¬ 
thing's bothering you and I want to 
know what it is. I'm a friend of 
yours, Helen, not somebody you met 
on a train. Maybe I can help.” 

For a moment, he thought the 
tears were going to start again, but 
she only tightened the expression 
around her mouth and shook her 
head. 

“Damn it, Helen, tell me what it 
is,” he said. 

She looked at him a long minute, 
seeming to appraise his determina¬ 
tion, then spoke. “You'll have to be¬ 
lieve I didn’t want you to know, 
David,” she said, her voice stiff and 


flat as though the words were an 
effort “I didn’t think I’d fall apart 
as easily as I did.” 

“Go on,” he said, reaching again 
for her hand. 

Her voice was tired. “I’m sorry to 
tell you, David. It’ll only upset you. 

I never wanted to let you know. 
Asthma was only one reason for 
Nevada—an excuse, in fact. David,” 
she said, and her teeth lodged 
against her lower lip for a moment, 
“I had a child there. I went there 
because I was going to have a 
child." 

She stared into his face, into the 
spreading disbelief and surprise of 
his expression. Then she spoke 
again, quietly, evenly. “It was your 
child, David.” 

He felt his throat tighten and 
tighten and tried to speak, but could 
not get the words past the tightness 
in his throat. He heard her continue, 
steadily, softly—unbelievably. 

“I had the child two weeks ago It 
was a boy. 1 put him up for adop¬ 
tion immediately and came back 
here. I was three months pregnant 
when I left. I didn’t tell you,” she 
continued steadily, seeming glad to 
get it all said now, “because I knew 
about your wife, and about what 
trouble it would make for you. I 
never intended to tell you, believe 
me. I thought I’d be able to hide 
behind the story about the asthma 
and the climate and all the rest. 
And, I think I could have got away 
with it—with Continued p. 62 


%% l really went out west to hove 
a baby / 4 she told him. Then she paused, “ft 
was yours \" she added quietly. 






T HIS IS the story of a moment of 
genius, an instant lighted up by 
one of those flashes of inspiration 
which have jolted man from the 
caves of Neanderthal days to the 
shelters of the A-bomb age. It oc¬ 
curred when an enterprising bottle 
manufacturer vacationing in Maine 
spied an old-fashioned ship in a bot¬ 
tle “Eureka!” he cried, echoing the 
sentiments of Bell when he heard 
the first telephone jangle, of Edison 
perceiving tho electric light bulb 
floating over his head, of Newton 
being conked on the cranium by a 
falling apple. “Eureka!” he cried, for 
he had indeed been struck by an 
idea Picking hftnself up, he might 
have been heard muttering words to 


NEXT? 


Bottle babies may give way 


to test-tube babies in this 


brave new world, but the 


science of technology can 


rest on its laurels for 


awhile with the development 


bottled beauties! Decorative 


and tasteful, the quality of 


the product is easy to see! 


^ay seem a shame for a beauty like 
Sue Maupin to bask in a flask, but to 
♦He bottle industry it's a real boon. 
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People in glass bottles do hove to get 
undressed once in awhile. In cose ot 
Carol Long, we watched glassy-eyed 




this effect: “Ships in bottles, yes 
Why not? Olives in bottles and Wor¬ 
cestershire sauce in bottles, so why 
not ships? And if ships, why not—’ 
He stood stock still, his face radi¬ 
antly reflecting the immensity of the 
idea. “Why not girls in bottles?” 
Then his thoughts tumbled over one 
another. “There’s a market for them, 
certainly. What more desirable 
commodity is there? There may be 
certain problems, like how to get 
them into the bottles—and how the 
eventual purchaser will get them 
out, but—But the first problem can 
be solved with old-fashioned Ameri¬ 
can ingenuity and the second is his 
worry, not mine.” And so he went 
ahead—and here are the results! # 


To moke o neat pockage in a neat container, you need the finest in glass 
ware plus a voluptuous darlin' like Pat Gregory. Strictly for display purposes 






The nice thing about bottled beauties is that you always know what you r 
getting. When the giassed-in glamor girl's Joyce King, who'd ask for mere 






















From the European manufacturer* comes Italian im 
port Rita Giannuzzi, a most attractive* package 


The latest thing in cocktail shakers; no suburban bar is complete 
without one Stirrer is exotic dancer Sm Caution Don f shake* 








Barbara Barrett (I.) is one 


pert genie who got out of her 


bottle and Isabella Rye's cup 


needs no wine for spice 


Bottled nightcap features Barbara Carter. A reol 
sleepy-tim^gal herself, her charm's a waker-upper. 


Girls in bathing suits, girls 
in bikinis, and now you've seen girls 
in their most transparent outfits. 

After all this, what else is there to 

say, but: "What won't they think 
of next?" A prediction: Watch out for 
that canny canning industry! 
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Out Hollywood way the analyst's 
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couch is fast replacing the casting 
couch as the playing ground for 
filmland's favorite indoor sport, 
and here are the reasons why! 
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I F ANYTHING, 1959 should go down in history *s the 
year in which almost everybody began to wonder why 
so many Hollywood marriages fail. A major portion of the 
credit—if such it be—must fall to Liz Taylor and Eddie 
Fisher, who provided the snappiest act in an all star bill 
of joy-seeking Jack and Jills At least that’s the way the 
newspapers had it. 

The psychiatrists and the psychologists *ee jt differ¬ 
ently, especially those whose lives have been spent trying 
to show the way to happiness to snarled up personalities 
of movieland. To these experts, the answer is simple 
“Boredom . pressure of work a deal re to be chic with 
divorce . too much sex 

To a man—and a woman—the paych*»analysts are united 
in the belief that if there are anv happy marriages in 
Hollywood it*s a miracle, because * verything is against 
them from the start. 

And the unvarnished fact-—one you wor t find in case 
histones—is simply this: even the patients, m the main, 
are against curative therapy Put plainly and simply* it 
resolves itself to this it** highly fashionable to be neu¬ 
rotic. and treasonable not to be* 

The truth of the matter is that moat of psychiatry * 
Hollywood patients live in a myth Even on the couch 


they can t atop acting. It’s net just the role they're play¬ 
ing at the time. IPs the illusion of themselves as 
star" and, consequently, not one of them knows where * 
playing stops and reality begins. If they did, many of 
them wouldn't be in a doctor's office trying,to unsnarl 
th* tangled knots of their personalities and their private 
lives. 

They are there to discuss their complex sex lives! 

And why not? Sox in Hollywood is as cheap and easy 
a$ a hamburger Everybody's doing it, from little extra 
girl# to starlets, to big stars, and the common conver¬ 
sational gambit is, “Who are you sleeping with now?” 

Nobody ever takes offense. As we said, it’s fashionable. 
Concealment is unthinkable and people's sex habits are 
as known in Hollywood as their political leanings, and 
often teas criticised. It is not unusual to find former 
husband* or lovers of glamor girls swapping notes on 
their intimate moments One of moviel&nd’s most retold 
stories concern* the time a celebrated singer arrived 
home unexpec-tedlv, expecting to be greeted with open 
arms by his glamor queen wife Instead, he found his 
wife and his tx tmj friend cosily sipping drinks and 
hilariously eompntmi; notes on his boudoir prowess. 

You don't hiivr u »';tvesdrop in a psychiatrist's office 




to hear colorful stories of seductions At » dinner party 
recently, awell-known novelist was sui:u-.« d t, t discover 
that his host had seduced an even h«if dozen of the 
women present among the fourteen guests. One of the 
most beautiful of the guests, in fact, had tut the hay with 
at least three of the men in the room Y< t there was no 
hint of tension anywhere. Everything was very jolly, 
with no word of censure passed from one to 

another. Shocking? 

Psychiatry can give you the answer to this “Sea," a 
well-known psychoanalyst told SCAMP suceintly “Just 
sex.” To this observer of the mind-workings of the t* di 
and lassies of lucre-land there’s probably more cheating 
going on in Hollywood than anywhere else. 

“Most of these people have few inner 
between pictures they get bored,” he said. Temptation 
is easy and, and what else is there t 
are built up as symbols of sex and i 
they get older, they seem to find it 
that they're what they’ve been built up to be." 

In marriage a similar pattern is followed, particularly 
in the case of second marriages. When the first the 
glamor girl or guy is convinced that something must 
have been wrong with mating, and that next time it will 
be different. He or she, after all, had been trained to look 
not for the silver lining, or a primary cause, but the 
happy ending. That, the seeker after love is convinced, 
is assured by a new whack at marriage. So they marry 
again. 

What actually happens is that the glamor boy who 
marries the glamor girl soon learns she isn't every bit 
as erotic and desirable as she appeared in her screen 
roles. She, on her part, learns that his ruggedness is 
strictly in his lines, the written ones. Out the window 
goes the marriage. 

This has also happened ^to the ordinary girl or boy 
who married a member of the Hollywood glamor set. 
In day-to-day living, the glamor vanishes. It just ■I’t 
there. Nor is anything else because mighty few Holly¬ 
wood characters have ever had their feet firmly planted 
on the ground. Usually they’re firmly planted in mid¬ 
air, buoyed up by an invisible force called sex. 

Small wonder that the business of making movies has 
been taken over by literal-minded bankers. In this 
connection SCAMP recalls an anecdote a 

famous producer whose take-home pay was always wx 
figures or better.'That he could turn out il movies 

was indisputable. His real failing lay in an inability to 
properly equate sex. He demonstrated this when he fell 
for a recently divorced European beauty and astonished 
his friends by letting her walk all over him At last, the 
producer revealed the core of his disturbance. His lady 
love, it appears, was cold and difficult to get along with. 
On the other hand, she proved to be the only person with 
whom the producer was potent. When he made the mis¬ 
take of telling her this, the opportunistic lady insisted 
on marriage. Or else. 

It was marriage. The producer got a divorce, but he 
didn’t find the happy ending with his flaming Mamie. 
Within a year he was out of the studio and out of 
marriage. 

Naturally the absence of moral censure helped make 
this unsavory affair slip by unnoticed. Just as it did 
in the case of a noted Western star who suspected that 
the director cm his new picture was his wife’s boyfriend 
He didn’t worry too much about the affair: what bothered 


him was how to stay on good term* with the director. 
The solution wasn’t long arriving and it didn’t originate 
to a psychiatrist'* office. The horse opera hero's girl friend 
came up with the answer. She suggested that her boy¬ 
friend take his wife on the set and, thus having taken 
her on location, everybody, including columnists, would 
figure he had a happy home life and a devoted wife. 
That way, also, the cheating lassie, could be with the 
director. 

The star okayed the plan and the picture was made 
in Colorado without incident. 

By far the people who have it toughest in movieland 
are th* top-rung glamor girls who get divorced. They are 
also the most frequent visitors to the psychiatrist’s office 
because nearly all of them are lonely It takes time, but 
ultimately the realization comes to them that sex isn’t 
the answer they can't get genuine men through sex 
alone. They get heels—and If you don’t think so, cast 
your eye over the Hollywood record books of the past 
decade Or one last week. If you like. 

There is, for example, the gorgeous red-haired star 
who complains she can’t find a man honest enough to 
be honest with her. Yet this fugitive from a psychiatric 
couch goes off on a sex jag whenever she is out of work, 
the conquest of another body or heart to prove 
to herself that she is needed. 

After which she openly voices her amours and her 
disappointments to anyone within earshot. Not that this 
is a reprehensible practise, by her standards. It’s accepted 
practise in the best of the acrobatic circles, but the odd¬ 
ball par? of il is that invariably only the failings in men 
are discussed. The wife of an internation¬ 
ally-known director didn't even cause a ripple at a 
cocktail party one afternoon when she disclosed an affair 
with a youthful male star, and summed it up this way: 

“For a man with hi* reputation as a movie lover, you’d 
think he’d know something. No more of those jerks for 
me From now on I’m sticking to truck drivers.” It was 
interesting to note that t among her agreeing auditors 
was a fabulous brunette from South of the border, w’hose 
capricious Urvemaking is as well known as her figure. 
This lady’s particular peeadiUo is engaging in love- 
making only in a bathtub filled with warm milk. She 
has, to date, noted no connection between herself and 
the fact that ■[ prefers the milk to be goat milk. 

The blunt truth is that you cab name a few dozen of 
the big Hollywood stars and you’ll find a divorce court 
soniewhere- in toe background of each of them, or you’ll 
find sexual hijmks of an amazingly similar pattern. A 
prominent sociologist still relates the story of a visit he 
made to a movie mogul’s home and was somewhat sur¬ 
prised by the reaction when he mentioned the recently 
i . infidelity of a movie star long believed a 

chaste wife. From all sides he was set upon and derided 
by the diners as • square. 'Wheie have you been,” they 
wanted to know “She’s had at least ten lovers before 
him. She really could have done better.” But what finally 
shattered the sociologist and made him long for his ivory 
tower was the attitude of one woman preaent, a popular 
screen writer who ’What’s so wrong with a woman 
having ten lovers if it keeps her happy?” 

He didn’t know. He wasn't, after all, hep to what 
goes on behind Hollywood’s closed-door love life. Which, 
come to think of it, isn't so closed after all. Because if 
SCAMP didn’t reveal it, it’s a cinch the subjects would. 
Moat of them, in fact, have* • 


B LLE OF THE MILLIONAIRES’ CLUB 

(Continued from page 33) 

instinct for self-preservation; the then bestow it on another young 


other a fantastic streak of luck. 
Time after time she grasped at a 
straw and came up with a fistful 
of diamonds. 

Her emergence into Life on her 
Own gave a hint of what was to 
follow. At 17 she ran away from 
home in Chicago, whence her folks 
had moved from Kansas, and got a 
job as chorus girl in a show appear¬ 
ing in Saginaw, Mich. .She was 
about to report for work when her 
father appeared on the scene. He 


lady. 

When Miss Livingstone hit the 
Wherry jackpot of $150,000, she im¬ 
mediately decided to go to Europe. 
The word had been flashed back to 
the U S. that wealthy Continental 
gentlemen were simply mad for 
beautiful American chorines. A 
smart Yankee girl could hit it big 
with a titled foreigner. Belle set 
sail for London. 

The British capital was meat and 
drink for her ‘There was so much 


time operators who were fairly 
coining money in stock manipula¬ 
tions. With other girls, she helped 
entertain the “suckers” who were 
being roped in on these get-rich- 
quick schemes. 

Even the then Prince of Wales, 
who was later to become King Ed¬ 
ward V, was numbered among her 
admirers. A rip-roaring tiger when 
it came to the gay life, Edward once 
complained to Belle about the num¬ 
ber of stories circulated about his 
prowess with the ladies. 

“If all the tales of my having ille¬ 
gitimate children were true,” he 
said with a smile, Td have spent 
my entire life in the boudoir.” 


had followed her and forbade Belle 
to enter show business. 

'Tomorrow morning, right after 
breakfast,” said Pa, “you will re¬ 
turn with me to Chicago.” 

In the meanwhile Belle had struck 
up an acquaintance with a nice- 
looking stranger named Richard 
Wherry. She sought him out; they 
ha^.a long talk, then Belle suddenly 
asked him to marry her—at once. 
Amazed, but apparently smitten, 
Wherry dazedly agreed and the knot 
was tied that night. 

Next morning, when Father ap¬ 
peared, Belle calmly announced 
that she was now a married woman 
and no longer under parental con¬ 
trol. Poor Papa could do nothing but 
agree. By mutual agreement, she 
then left Wherry, with whom we 
must assume she had spent the 
night, and saw him again oply once 
or twice in her life. 

And here was the first instance 
of Belle’s fabulous luck. A few 
years later, when Richard Wherry 
died, it was learned that he had left 
all of a suddenly inherited fortune 
to her. It was a matter of $150,000! 

From Saginaw Belle quickly grad¬ 
uated to New York and the musical 
comedy shows of the current Broad¬ 
way genius, a man named Charles 
Hoyt. The Ziegfeld of his day, Hoyt 
took Belle under his wing and in¬ 
troduced her into smart society. She 
learned how to ingratiate herself 
with rich men and in a very short 
time was one of the most popular 
girls in town. 

She consorted with such big shots 
of the day as Dan Reed, Jesse Lew- 
isohn, George Kessler, Tom John¬ 
son, Pierre Lorillard and James B 
Duke, tobacco tycoons, and—by no 
means, least—Diamond Jim Brady. 
At a party thrown by the last- 
named at the famous Sherry’s, his 
gift to her was a diamond-studded 
vanity case 

It was Brady’s habit, she recalled 
in later years, to set up his favorite 
lady friends in small businesses, 
such as florist shops, millineries and 
coutourieres. The dumber ones 
would flop as business girls, of 



fun and so many exciting presents 
to be had without benefit of clergy,” 
she said, “that I kept postponing 
the idea of ever getting married. 
Life with a lot of men was infinitely 
superior, I felt, to settling down 
with one.” 

She made a good friend—a pla¬ 
tonic one, she insists, and probably 
accurately, for she never claimed 
that about any of her other con¬ 
quests—of the great Lord Kitchener, 
Britain’s sensational Hero of Khar¬ 
toum, who was drowned early in 
World War One. He used to drop in 
at her luxurious London flat and 
talk the night through, she says, and 
years later, when she visited Egypt, 
he presented her with a beautiful 
little houseboat on the Nile. 

The good times, the parties, the 
lavish gifts, seemed to have no end. 
She met Horatio Bottomley, then 
busy promoting gold mines in Aus¬ 
tralia, and others of a group of big- 


Probably the most spectacular en¬ 
terprise Belle ever got involved in 
was a trip around the world she 
made on a bet. The conditions were 
that she must start from London 
with five pounds, about $25 at that 
time, and make her way around the 
globe. She was not to borrow mon¬ 
ey, nor earn money by singing or 
entertaining. She was to have a 
companion with her—and the stakes 
were 5,000 pounds, or $25,000, put 
up by a syndicate of her men 
friends. 

As a companion she chose one 
May Jerome and they set out for 
Paris. Here, before they had spent 
a franc of their money, Belle “ac¬ 
cidentally” arranged to meet at 
dinner one Sir Paul Chater, a mer¬ 
chant prince from Hong Kong whom 
she knew by reputation. Over din¬ 
ner at the Cafe de Paris, the friend¬ 
ships grew fast and before the night 
was over, Miss Livingstone and Miss 


course, and Brady would step in, 
buy back the enterprise for a song, 
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Jerome had been invited to join Sir 
Paul and a party going to Port Said. 

The pair of girls lingered long in 
Egypt after bidding their hosts fare¬ 
well, and were entertained in regal 
style, and of course, at no expense. 
It was here that Belle clipped the 
wealthy Catahoi for the diamond 
solitaire. It was here, too, that her 
old friend. Lord Kitchener, gave her 
the houseboat, which she promptly 
sold to an American millionaire 

A suave Italian count began dog¬ 
ging Belle’s footsteps. Laltazzi 
smothered her with flowers, wrote 
her long, passionate letters. She 
feigned interest, but not too much. 
He was attractive, a genuine noble, 
well educated—but poor. 

Next stop was Colombo, Ceylon, 
where an eager gentleman named 
Phil Davies handed Belle a ruby 
and diamond bracelet on her arriv¬ 
al. At her departure he gave her a 
tiara of the same gems, valued at 
close to $20,000. She also met a 
prissy old gent named James J. Van 
Alen, a former U.S. Ambassador to 
Italy, who suggested the pair join 
his party en route to Japan. At 
Yokahama, where Belle had the 
devil’s own time separating Van 
Alen from $5,000 for “traveling 
money,” who should come popping 
back into her life but Count Lal- 
tazzi? 

Without further ado, the Count 
proposed marriage on the spot, im¬ 
mediately and at once. Belle liked 
him immensely, but, fearful she 
would lose her wager, wired the syn¬ 
dicate in London to see if matrimony 
would invalidate the bet. Back came 
a message saying “Take both trip 
and man” and suggesting that she 
accept the $25,000 as a wedding gift. 

So, after a glorious Japanese wed¬ 
ding and honeymoon, Belle and May 
continued their tour, eventually 
crossing the U.S. from San Fran¬ 
cisco to New York. From there she 
embarked for London, where she 
had arranged for a rendezvous with 
her bridegroom. 

It was a rendezvous destined nev¬ 
er to be kept, for tragedy inter¬ 
vened. Poor Laltazzi died suddenly 
in St. Petersburg, Russia, and Belle 
shatteringly found herself a bache¬ 
lor girl again—albeit a pregnant 
on£. The baby, a girl named Sou- 
lange, was bom in London later 
that year. 

Belle was to have two more hus¬ 
bands. First was Edward Mohler, of 
Cleveland, heir to railroad millions, 
by whom she had a son, and Walter 
Hutchins, a British banker, whom 
she wed after winning a divorce 
from Mohler. 

Clever as Belle was at seizing 
opportunities — and valuables — she 
was as inept as a baby at hanging 
on to them. She found herself broke 
after the Mohler marriage. With 
Hutchins she lived in magnificent 
style until the day he calmly an- 





"Horold, wa can't 90 on meeting like this. 


nounoed that they had been living 
on his capital and it was all gone. 
“We haven't a farthing,” he told 
her. They agreed to separate, amic¬ 
ably. 

The gambling bug had bitten 
Belle badly one day during her first- 
flush years on the Continent. She 
had ca s uall y tossed something like 
$18 on a gaming table at Monte 
Carlo, to pick up more than $30,000 
several hours later. Now she de¬ 
cided to have another go at it. 

Poor Belle lost every cent she 
had. She hocked some of her preci¬ 
ous gems and sold others She beg¬ 
ged, borrowed and stole and still 
she lost. In 1027, “fat and 52,” ac¬ 
cording to her own version, she 
returned to this country. 

Belle quickly became the rage of 
society in New York and managed 
to scrape by without any great cost 
to herself Many prominent Ameri¬ 
cans recalled her fondly from their 
pre-war, gayer days in Europe. 
When she decided to open her fa¬ 
mous speakeasy, the '‘Country 
Club,” at 126 East 58th St., she did 
a fantastic business 

The notorious raid that broke 
Belle occurred on New Year's Day 
of 1931. The “heat was on” for fair; 
the authorities were determined to 
make an example of the big oper¬ 
ators, so the great Belle of the Ed¬ 
wardian Era was hustled off to jail 
to spend a month in the company of 
dope addicts, shoplifters, prostitutes 
and the like. 

On her release Belle played it 
cool until Repeal. But by then her 
fabulous luck was beginning to de¬ 
sert her. With the money she had 
saved from the New York venture, 
something close to a quarter of a 
million, she went to Nevada, where 
she opened a nightclub. Alas, gang¬ 
ster competition put her out of busi¬ 
ness. She returned to New York to 
live out her days in comparative 
obscurity. 

Overly obese in her last years, but 
always speaking in cultured tones. 
Belle carried few vestiges of the 


glory that was hers in her youth. 
That she was uncommonly attrac¬ 
tive is attested by a Britisher who 
told of a young countrymen of his, 
the scion of a noble family, who 
fell in love with Belle when he was 
still in his ’teens. 

At tea one day. Belle wistfully 
sighed: '1 have everything I want 
in life—except a diamond tiara.” The 
remark didn’t go unnoticed. 

The next morning, on her break¬ 
fast tray, lay a parcel. Belle opened 
it and found the biggest, most mag¬ 
nificent diamond tiara she had ever 
laid eyes on. It was a gift from the 
boy lover. 

Belle was dizzy with joy, but her 
happiness was not long-lived. That 
afternoon a “solicitor”—British for 
lawyer—called at her flat. He was a 
little embarrassed. 

“You received a tiara as a . . . er 
gift . . . from Lord—?” he asked. 

When she admitted she had, the 
lawyer politely informed her that 
the tiara was the property of Duchess 
—, the young man’s aunt, and that 
it was not his to dispose of. Belle 
reluctantly turned back the bauble 
to the owner. 

Belle spent her Anal years writing 
the wonderful story of her interest¬ 
ing life. “Belle Out of Order” is the 
catchy title; Henry Holt the pub¬ 
lishers. The work was published 
posthumously last year and was an 
immediate success. 

While she was working on the 
book, friends who read it were 
dubious about its sales possibilities. 
Their complaint was that while sex 
obviously had played a large part 
in her life, the subject was only 
hinted at, and never discussed lov¬ 
ingly, and at length, in the volume 
she was writing. 

Belle was unperturbed. Tm writ¬ 
ing for sophisticates,” she said, “Do 
they need blueprints?” Her smile 
was knowing. 

One thing’s sure: Belle never did! 
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LOVKRS’ BAIT 

( C<mtinued from page 8) 

anticipating the tender submission 
he sought so fiercely His fingers 
clawed strongly into her straining 
flesh, trying to conquer, to master 
her femaleness 

They fought each other for pos¬ 
session. greedily, giving nothing and 
taking all in a black desire that 
rolled in thunder over and through 
them until they fell apart. 

Ripples trembled the fishing corks. 
The breeze was still, the yeilow 
tarn.' fishing poles were motionless 
”1 should have guessed it,” she 
said For all your cute tricks, I 
should have guessed it" 

He felt for a handkerchief and 
tried to scrub his face dry. wincing 
as salt sweat burned into his bitten 
lips 

'Damn you.” he said. 

This time, her laugh was an ugly 
thing, fiat and bitter. She found her 
crumpled shorts and tried to smooth 
the wrinkles before pulling them 
over her legs 

He swore again at the flattened 
pack of cigarettes from his shirt 
pocket. She held out her hand for 

one. 

“Match 0 ” she said. 

Sullenly, he flipped his lighter 
“Thank you, lover,” she said. 

He looked away, hating her. hat¬ 
ing the ancient odors of the marsh¬ 
es. ‘'We’ll have to put out the lines 
again If we don’t bring back any 
fish, they’ll wonder.” 

Carol pulled her flowing hair 
tight, and made a knot in it. She 
glanced at the other islands dotting 
the inlet and frowned. ‘Til get the 
bait. That’s all it ever takes, isn’t 
it—the right bait°” 

Keith reddened, and snatched at 
the pole nearest him. The hook 
broke water, bare and gleaming. He 
turned to watch her lift a shiner 
from the bait pail, seeing the deft 
quickness of her hands as she drove 
the hook through the minnow’s back 
deep enough to hold, not deep 
enough to kill 

She read his face “Seeing ghosts? 
Or do you need me to bait your 
hook, too' 1 " 

Go to hell.” he said 
"Poor Keith So disappointed-—the 
huh fat bov who tried to play king 
of the hill, arid couldn’t make it.” 

Go ui heli.” he *aid again, and 
threw his baited line out 

Keith glanced over his shoulder at 
the represses greying m approach¬ 
ing twilight there unaccountably, up 
at the tired eiouds scudding inland 
“Don’t worry.” Carol said. your 
wife won't « jme from that way 
She wa then, watching th* 

t-right »»rp riding the ripples When 
d. iurt ned ► •■■••neath t h • surf ate 
- f * ’Pc hook with a practiced rb»- 

" ' ? • Highi th* pnj< m M-.iev. . 

\ m.-e rodfUh." she said 


In minutes, she landed another, its 
scales blood bright in the dying sun. 

“When we get back,” Keith said 
slowly, “try to make it like it was— 
just happy neighbors on a weekend 
outing But after that, stay away.” 
“Keith—” 

“What?” 

Carol stared down at the striped 
body wriggling in her hands. She 
worked the hook through a gill. 

“Nothing,” she said. “I—I just felt 
a chill. See if you can’t add some¬ 
thing to the Harder, so we can get 
away from here.” 

He snatched his line from the 
water and broke the minnow off the 
hook He flung the torn bait far out. 

“All right,”* Carol said, and 
brought the stringer out again, 
“We’ll tell them our luck was bad— 
and that won’t be a lie.” 

Off to her left, another hummock 
of earth sat low in the water, its 
lone oak tree gale-twisted and swad¬ 
dled in clinging moss. She blinked 
at it. blinked at the shimmer of 
light she saw flickering there. 

“Keith . . . what’s that, over there? 
Is it swampfire, or—?” 

He didn’t answer, and she turned 
to look at him. Keith was stiffly 
erect, staring across at another of 
the many small islands that sprin¬ 
kled the inlet. 

“Can you see her?” he asked. 
Impatiently, Carol shook her head. 
“Not that way—over here—” 

This time, she knew it wasn’t 
swampfire, but a man, standing tall 
under the stunted oak. 

“Oh yes,” she said, “oh yes,” and 
yearned across the bay at the mighty 
perfection of him. 

For he w r as the secret stuff of all 
her dreams He was so beautiful in 
his little-boy nakedness, holding out 
his soft hands, his smooth face radi¬ 
ant. And she could feel the abject 
desire of him, the readiness to do 
anything she wushed 

Carol’s foot searched for the boat. 
Staring, she crouched and fumbled 
with stiff fingers at the mooring line. 
The boy-man’s eyes were locked 
wuth hers as she pushed away. 

“Don’t run away!” she cried. 
“Wait for me—please wait!” 

The edge of Keith’s Consciousness 
heard her. but Carol didn’t matter 
nowv No other woman did; no other 
woman could Only the one on that 
island, kneeling and w r aiting for him. 

All the hidden wnshes had flow¬ 
ered full in this glowing woman. 
There w’ere her great, soft breasts, 
veined-w'hite and readv-nippled— 
the featherbed hips that would be 
night warm and secret to the touch. 

Her skin would he silken and ten- 
ier Her mouth begged him to hurry. 

Bayou waters rose to his knees, 

* l* sed over his chest Frantic, hur- 
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I ried, Keith swam with reaching 
j hands that splashed echoes in the 
| lonely swamps. Back in the palmet¬ 
tos, a nightbird whispered, and 
something long and heavy-bodied 
lifted unwinking eyes above the 
surface of the water 

Keith splashed on, fighting the 
drifting marsh grasses that tried to 
slow him, the unseen things that 
bumped into his legs. Nothing could 
slow him, nothing could hold him 
back. 

On the hummock with the moss- 
choked tree, Carol felt the boat 
thump ashore. Stiff-legged, she 
stepped out of it, her fingers laced 
tight together, her pale mouth work¬ 
ing. But the man didn't vanish, did¬ 
n’t drift away on the cold, dark 
wind that came from somewhere. 

“Oh yes,” Carol murmured, “yes, 
yes, yes.” 

She was close to the goldwashed 
man, so very near the perfect body, 
almost touching the wonderful baby- 
man. When she put her hands upon 
his motionless figure, the ice flowed 
out 

Carol screamed . . . her body, 
dried and shriveled with the vital 
part of it sucked swiftly away, 
folded upon itself and huddled 

OLD FLAMES NEVER 

(Continued from page 51) 

anyone but you, that is. I'm sorry 
about telling you, because it would 
be better if you had never known. 
I wish I could have been clever 
enough to lie to you convincingly.” 

She stopped speaking and her face 
was flat and without expression. She 
looked weary and somehow drawn 
where only moments before her face 
had been bright and lively. 

David was stunned by what she 
had told him. He struggled to con¬ 
trol his amazement, starting to 
speak twice, failing, then finally 
managing to say, “Helen, I don't 
know what—I mean, I don't—” 

“I know,’’ she said, quietly. “I 
know what you mean." 

He was silent again, staring at 
her. “How did you ever manage it 
alone?" he asked. “I mean, the mon¬ 
ey alone. How did you do it by 
yourself’ It must have cost—" 

"Seven hundred dollars," she said, 
solemnly finishing the sentence. 

I’ve got my job back, but I’m 
broke. David," she said, looking up 
with dull eyes, “I haven’t got money 
enough for two weeks rent." 

Her eyes held his own by the 
i steady, unblinking lack of expres- 
| sion that he saw there She looked 
j defeated, drained 

| It took only another moment of 
! looking at that blankness in her 
j face for him to make the decision 
: Swiftly, he reached into his; jacket 
pocket and removed the pad of n« at 
: 1 y printed paper that was there His 


dustily upon the frozen earth. 

Keith climbed panting ashore on 
his own island, scuttling forward on 
his hands and knees until he could 
pull himself to his feet. He stag¬ 
gered to the kneeling woman, to the 
crouching woman waiting motion¬ 
less for him to touch her. He threw 
himself upon her. 

Keith screamed . . . 

High and far above the rippling 
cloud layers, beyond the farthest 
reaches of air and light, two fisher¬ 
men reeled in their long, thin lines. 

One stood,with a misshapen foot 
on a star, the other hock-deep in 
the boiling nova of an exploding 
galaxy. His bait flicked toward him, 
and he worked it free from the 
tiny, twisted # thing that had em¬ 
bedded itself there. 

With the soundless, cosmic roar 
of space, he called to the other: A 
sickly one . . . small and greedy . . . 

The answer came back across a 
starfteld: This one, too . . . but that 
is why they catch themselves . . . 

And the dark fishermen cast their 
lures again. 



DIB 


other hand found his pen and be¬ 
fore she could speak again, he had 
written out the check with sharp 
strokes, tom it from the pad and 
slid it across the table. 

She protested, or started to, but 
his hand moved up to her lips, 
pressing them closed with the tips 
of his fingers. Alter a moment, he felt 
her lips press against the fingers and 
saw her eyes close for a second, 
then reopen to gaze at him with a 
look he knew to be gratitude. 

He drew his hand away from her 
mouth. “Don’t say a word about it,” 
he told her. “Don’t tell me I mustn’t 
or I can’t. I must and I did and I 
want to. I wish I could have helped 
you when you needed it more.” 

“Thank you, David,” she said, 
softly, and he saw her face come 
slowly alive in a quiet smile. 

They talked for another quarter 
of an hour, and as he watched her 
and listened to her, he began to re¬ 
member how it had been between 
them those months ago, how warm 
and fulfilling their time together had 
been, and how much he had missed 
the having of her. As they talked, he 
saw that she, too, remembered, and, 
he knew’—by the look of her soft 
mouth, by the light on her face— 
that they would have those times 
again. She left him soon after, but he 
was sure they w r ould meet soon. 

He was trying to reach Helen by 
phone the next day, w r hen Cranson 
walked in on him 










M I just heard a beauty/’ Cranson 
was saying, smiling hugely. “I knew 
you’d want to hear about it.” 

David dropped the phone back 
onto the receiver. “What?” 

“It’s about a friend of yours. Re¬ 
member that gal that used to work 
over on Fifth? I can’t think of her 
name. Anyway, Harold Sears ran 
into her day before yesterday or so, 
and wait until you hear this one 
She tried to put the bite on him for 
a half a grand.” 

David looked up slowly. “Sears?” 

“You know Harold,” Cranson said. 
“He gets around pretty well. Not 
married, the usual bachelor routine. 
Well, he hasn’t seen this gal for 
months when he suddenly runs into 
her and she gives him a long story 
about being out West somewhere 
having a baby.” 

The chair scraped as David got to 
his feet, his face pale, his fingers 
turning inward on the desk. 

“Wait’ll you hear the punch line,” 
Cranson was saying, oblivious of the 
other’s agitation. “She tried to tell 
him the kid she had was his and 

HOW TO BK A NOBO 

(Continued from page 15) 

Sub.: A nobody. That’s it exactly. 

Int. (studying question sheet ) : 
Do you feel you’ve succeeded in this 
ambition? 

Sub.: Yep. 

Int. (still trying to follow the pat¬ 
tern) : To what do you attribute 
your success? 

Sub.: The willingness not to work 
hard, the determination to steal only 
when necessary and an absolute 
lack of ambition. 

Int. (doggedly): What would be 
your advice to a young man starting 
out in your field of endeavor? 

Sub.: Don’t try it unless you have 
the inborn talent to be a bum. 

Int.: Exactly what qualities must 
he bring to this undertaking? 

Sub.: Laziness. A moocher’s per¬ 
sonality. A liking, for the outdoors 
—since that’s where he’ll be sleep¬ 
ing a good deal of the time. It also 
helps if he’s an orphan and has a 
knack for shopliftings 

Int.: Would you say such a career 
would make him happy? Has it 
made you happy? 

Sub.: It has. 

Int. (curious now , .his question 
sheet momentarily forgotten): It 
really has? 

Sub.: Yep. 

Jnt.: How did you get to be a 
—a nobody? 

Sub.: By doing nothing. 

Int.: Yes, but I mean, how did 
you start? 

Sub.: I just took a look around 
me. I wanted to have a happy life, 
so I looked for somebody who was 
living a happy life to copy. But I 
couldn’t find anybody. I mean, just 
look at the so-called successful guy. 


could he help her out with a few 
bucks? For old time* sake, I guess ” 
Cranson was laughing as he spoke 
now. but David was no longer hear 
mg him clearly 

“Can you get that picture** Har 
old says he laughed m her face 
Hell, Harold hasn’t got five buck* 
half the time, never mmd ftw 
hundred. Besides like he said ht- 
wouldn't put it past this sal to bv 
running around the town with the 
same story to a half a dozen dif 
ferent guys. How about that for an 
angle, though*” Cranson asked 
chuckling. "I wander how many fish 
she could nab with that line Wha? 
the hell is her name, anyway* You 
must know the one I mean ” 

“Helen,” was the muttered replv 
“That’s it,” the other said Helen 
Chalmers. I was sure you knew her 
Seen her lately?” 

"No," David said “I never see her 
any more.” 
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He’s got friends, a job and a home 
He belongs to a lodge or a club He 
takes an interest in politics. He has 
charge accounts and a checkbook 
and a preferred credit rating He’s 
somebody! 

But does this make him happy’ 
Hell, no. His friends just set the 
pace for him. His job’s giving him 
ulcers. His home’s a drag on his 
bank balance. His lodge is split into 
little gossiping groups that hate 
each other. His political club is a 
trough for nepotism. His charge 
accounts keep him awake nights, 
his checkbook is strictly for kiting 
and his credit rating doesn’t help 
him fool himself. 

Another thing he’s always eating 
himself up about is what he reads 
in the newspaper H-Bombs are 
hanging over his head, there’s a 
depression coming, a hurricane's 
heading his way. I never read news¬ 
papers. That’s one of the most im¬ 
portant rules for being a nobody 
That way you don't worry. 

Int. (trying to put it into Hi* in¬ 
evitable nutshell): So a nobody is 
just a man who— 

Sub. (finishing it for him ):—has 
nothing. Nothing to lose. Nothing to 
gain. Nothing to worry about. That’s 
a nobody. That’s me. 

Int. (gathering up hut notes): 
Well, thank you, sir, you’ve been 
most helpful. 

Sub.: Don’t mention it, bub 
Hey, watch out there, don’t step 
on that butt! 

$ 
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THB KISS-OFF 

(Continued from page 39) 

mean that you just had this af¬ 
fair with me in order to have some¬ 
thing to tell Bill . . . something to 
make him jealous about?” 

“Not exactly, but now that things 
are qrooling down between us I 
might as well use it.” 

Sandra had stood up and was 
stretching her deliciously curved 
body with hands above her blonde 
head in a way that put her full 
breasts into a perfect contour. “He’s 
been neglecting me. I’m not the kind 
of woman who likes to be neglect¬ 
ed,” she said. 

“Yes. but see here, Sandra—” Lee 
was sitting on the edge of the bed 
now. “What about me 9 ” 

“What about you 9 Why, you‘re a 
bachelor, Lee. What have you got to 
worry about? A little scandal could¬ 
n’t hurt you. It will just make you 
more interesting to other women. 
That’s the nice thing about being a 
bachelor.” 

“But . . what about Bill . . I 
mean Does Bill have a gun 9 ” 

“A gun 9 Oh, yes. He has some old 
gun around the house A little one— 
Or is it a big one? He calls it a Colt .45 
I think. I wouldn’t worry about that, 
though, he isn’t a very good shot.” 
Lee started to breathe a great sigh 
of relief “Or is he?” Sandra went 
on. “I seem to remember him win¬ 
ning some sort of award in the army, 
but I can’t remember if it was for 
marksmanship or good conduct. But 
I wouldn’t worry, darling I don’t 
think he’ll do anything ” 

Another sigh was starting within 
Lee but Sandra wasn’t through “But 
then he did behave rather badly 
about that boy in Milan Knocked 
him down in the street and tried to 
run over him with the Volkswagen 
That’s sort of silly, don’t you think, 
trying to run over a full grown man 
with a little tiny car like that 9 And 
just because the boy had kissed me " 
Yeah Volkswagen ha, 

ha 

“Of course he drives a Cadillac 
now “ Sandra said, picking up her 


bra and panties. She looked around 
for her stockings. 

“Oh, my God,” Lee said burying 
his head in his hands, “Why did this 
have to happen to me? Why did I 
ever lay eyes on you? Why did I 
ever lay hands on you? Why did I 
ever give up a nice uncomplicated 
girl like Elena who had a husband a 
foot shorter than me, for one like 
you with a husband who’s six five 
or something.” 

Sandra turned serious blue eyes 
on Lee, “Probably for the same rea¬ 
son that you’re thinking of dropping 
me for some redhead or something. 
Because you’re a natural bom alley 
cat.” 

“Elena was such a nice girl . . 

“Yes, poor Elena, she felt rather 
badly about the way you dumped 
her but after all what can a married 
woman do? She ’can’t very well 
make a scene when a man walks out 
on her. You know I think some men 
take advantage of that. I mean some 
men just flit from married woman 
to married woman. I’ve heard about 
men like that.” 

Lee looked at her carefully. “No, I 
guess there isn’t much that a mar¬ 
ried woman can do . . . except tell 
her husband.” 

“Oh, of course she wouldn’t really 
do that unless she wanted to make 
him jealous.” Sandra said, stepping 
into her panties. She adjusted her 
garter-belt. 

“Sandra,” Lee said, “I’ve been 
thinking . . . wouldn’t you like to 
come back to bed?” 

“Why, dear, you’re so eager,” 
Sandra said. “And I was starting to 
think that you were getting tired 
of me. You’ve seemed so distant 
lately. I was beginning to think that 
you were thinking of leaving me.” 

“Whatever gave you an idea like 
that?” l^ee said, pulling her down 
into his arms. 


HOW PAR OUT CAN WK GIT? 

• Cnntinued from page 46 i 


times Arid humor reflects the times 
Dunne and before this time there 
were *hc Prohibition jokes. aiS con- 
' • r?*« ‘i with the fiery qualities, 
douhtfui authenticity andd awful 
MciV'-.r f the stuff Americans were 
a gg • g c* T the X inn* 

Tr\ of this imported stuff.’ 

h».-t It just came off the 
b 

t ean a the othei vvr \ r *. 

s! p 'They must hav»- 

l.ipe.-i >ff • 

' mar- goe* into a strange town 


Cautiously he stops a passerby on a 
street and whispers: “Can you tell 
mo where I might find a drink in 

this town." 

The other confidentially puts an 
arm around his shoulder, guides 
him to a curb, then points to the 
third floor of an apartment building 
across the street. 

that window, third from the 
’eft'*” he asks. 

Yeah, veah,” the thirsty visitor 
ass. *:s that where . .?*’ 

That apartment,” his newfound 








friend says, “is the only piac< in I 
town where you can't get a drink 

Those who go back a really lung 
way. to World War One and short 
ly thereafter, may recall the rash 
of “you tell ’em” gags that swept 
the country. Actually nothing inon 
than a series of what would be to 
day called “one-liners,” the you- 
tell-’ems gained a vast popular ac¬ 
ceptance for several years. While 
the true story of their origin is 
shrouded in mystery, it may well 
have been the outgrowth of an at¬ 
tempt to outdo the expression, “You 
tell ’em, I stutter.” 

Everyone tried to improve that 
line, which was no great achieve¬ 
ment. The results included such 
gems as “You tell ’em, corset, you’ve 
been around the girls.” “You tell 
’em, cigar, you know the ropes.” 
“You tell ’em, watch, you’ve got the 
time.” “You tell ’em, grocer, you 
know your onions.” “You tell ’em, 
bread, you have the crust.” And so 
on and on, ad nauseam. 

This was the era of the “I’m the 
guy” jokes as well. “I’m the guy 
who put the eye in ice cream ’’ 
I’m the guy w'ho . . . well, see if you 
can finish it yourself. They used to 
—back in 1912. 

Then, too, the “Ford” jokes had 
an enormous acceptance for many 
years in the so-called Jazz Age, 
from the post-World War One days 
right up to the depression. So many 
of them found their way into our 
folklore that whole volumes of 
jokes about Henry Ford’s “Tin 
Lizzie” were offered the public. 

“When one Ford chases another 
in Ireland, what time is it?” (This 
will kill you.) “Tin after tin!” 

The jokes, of course, emphasized 
the cheapness, the efficiency, the 
economy and the smallness of 
Henry Ford’s famous Model A. More 
than one historian-observer declares 
that the outbreak of jokes was in¬ 
strumental in popularizing the car 
with the U.S. public. 

The same commentators on Amer¬ 
ican ways have noted something 
else. More than one gag that con¬ 
vulsed Americans ip 1925 when 
applied to that tinny, ridiculous lit¬ 
tle automobile called the Ford has 
been hauled out of the mothballs, 
shined up a bit and plastered, with 
scarcely a word changed, on the 
body of one of the new imported 
cars. 

Even the “sick” jokes ma> be 
traced to another time and another 
set of surroundings Those wh<» util¬ 
ize them today have merely redone 
them, with a ghastly oveitone. and 
the joke basically remains the same 

Truly has it been said “There o 
no new thing under the sun 

And that’s no joke 
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THK PASSION POOL 

(Continued from page 21) 

said Harry smugly. “I spotted that 
right away. And, I’m the only one 
of us on an expense account. Why 
don’t you just stand back and let 
me operate**" 

“Bushwa.” said Tom, flexing his 
muscles “A babe built like that 
wants a man what is a man, not a 
lecherous old man, a boy trying to 
do a man’s job, or a good-time 
Charley She wants a guy who 
knows the score without any tip¬ 
toeing around You bozos don't 
stand a chance with me around.** 

“Wait a minute,’* said Ralph, 
holding up his hand. “If we all 
begin rushing her at once, our in¬ 
tentions will be transparent and 
we'll drive the poor girl away. I 
suggest we settle this like gentle¬ 
men Let’s draw lots to see who 
will be first, second, third and 
fourth.” 

“That’s a top-drawer idea,’’ said 
Harry. “And just to make it more 
interesting, what do you say we get 
up a pool. The first one who scores 
takes the kitty. How about $25 
apiece ?" 

All agreed and Ralph wrote ‘one, 
two, three and four on some slips 
of paper, folded them and put them 
in his hat He shook the hat up and 
held it out to Tom But before the 


photographer could draw, Ned, the 
office boy, interrupted the proceed¬ 
ings. 

“Hey, you fellas getting up a 
pool?” he wanted to know. “Can I 
be in it? What is it, for the series 
or something?" 

“Scram," Tom told him, shifting 
his bulk menacingly. 

“Fly now, play later—when you 
grow up," Harry said. 

“Go-go-go," Sam added. 

“You have • intruded your ado¬ 
lescent presence on an adult pur¬ 
suit. Kindly remove it before I 
assert my authority," Ralph said 
finally. 

“Gee whiz,". Ned sulked. He 
walked away. 

They continued with the drawing. 

Margo was just preparing to close 
the board that day when Sam Bur¬ 
ton approached her. She smiled at 
the slender young man in a friend¬ 
ly way and his answering grin 
accented the boyishness of his fea¬ 
tures. 

“Well, how'd it go?” he asked. 

“Pretty hectic. But then I guess 
the first day on a new job always 
is." 

“Yeah. You know, you look a 
little pooped. What you need is a 
pick-me-up. What say we have a 



I dunno 


could be that I hove a vitamin deficiency 




( Continued from page 1 ) 


cocktail to celebrate your coming to 
Blaine’s?” 

“I’d like that very much.’* 

Sam took her to Anselmo’s . a 
murky cocktail lounge much fre¬ 
quented by harried husbands 
clutching at their secretaries knees, 
bold bachelors aiming higher with 
ambitious models and men of both 
conditions earnestly explaining to 
sweet young things why it couldn’t 
go on any longer. He guided her to 
a table in the back and ordered 
stingers for both of them. 

Three hours and a multitude of 
stingers later, an eye capable of 
piercing the dim, smoke-filled at¬ 
mosphere might have discerned 
Sam and Margo in a passionately 
alcoholic embrace quite remarkable 
on such short acquaintance. In¬ 
deed, Margo, commented on it. 

T hardly know you,” she sighed 
into his ear, “and yet it seems so 
right. I know I shouldn’t feel this 
way so quickly, but I can’t help 
myself. Maybe it’s the drinks. Oh, I 
hope not. You don’t think it’s the 
drinks, do you, darling?” 

“No-no-no-no-no, baby. The 
drinks jus’ make it easier for us to 
express what we really feel. We 
jus’ click together naturally. I felt 
it the minute I saw you.” 

“I feel it too.” 

When they broke apart, Sam said, 
“Let’s get out of here, baby. Let's 
go some place where we can be 
alone.” 

“Oh, I do want to be alone with 
you, Sam, but it isn’t right.” 

“With people like us, baby, there 
is no right and wrong. I want you. 
You want me. That’s all there is 
to it.” 

“Yes. Yes, Sam. Oh, you see 
things so clearly. My apartment is 
just around the comer . . 

Margo was reeling as she flicked 
on the light and led the way into 
her small living room. She hadn’t 
felt the liquor while they were in 
Anselmo’s, but the fresh air had 
made her dizzy and now as she 
entered the close apartment, she 
was feeling really sick. 

Sam took her in his arms. Sud¬ 
denly she broke aWay from his 
arms and made a dive for the bath¬ 
room. “What’s the matter?” he 
asked bewilderedly, staring at the 
door that had been slammed in his 
face. There was no answer for a 
long, long time. 

Then Margo’s voice, small and 
muffled and sick-sounding reached 
him through the door. ‘*Go away, 
Sam. Go home and let me die in 
peace.” 

“What do you mean? What’s the 
matter? Are you sick?” 

“Not sick. Dying. Oh, I just want 
to be alone with my misery. Go 
home, Sam.” 

“But I thought we were going 
to—” 

“Well, we’re not. Not the way I 
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per minute? Isn’t it apparent now why 30 
more horsepower is suddenly put into your 
engine . . . why you start faster, accelerate 
more swiftly? 

The principle of the spark plug- and its 
weakness—is its air-gap This gap has to 
remain constant and unfouled in order for 
the plug to perform with even the unsatis¬ 
factory degree of efficiency it does have Let 
something happen to alter this gap (and 
something happens every mile) and the 
spark plug is in trouble. Result-a visit to 
the service station-a bill for cleaning, ad¬ 
justing gapping and eventually replacing 

the set of sp-~ ^- * 

FUEL IGN 


plugs. But the LECTRA 
R HAS NO AIR-GAP! Its 
fat spark walks across its semi-conductive 
surface. Its spark w never eccentric—always 
big. steady and efficient. What’s more, where 
a spark plug has two thin wire electrodes 
which wear away, the LECTRA FUEL 
IGNITER has no wire electrodes at all! 
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be replaced But the LECTRA FUEL 
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Having gone this far on this pane it must 
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feel Please Just go away.” 

Sam went . . . 

He came to work late the next 
morning. His head echoed dully like 
an abused bongo drum. His mouth 
tasted like rotten anchovies. His 
nerves crawled on top of his skin 
like baby masochists begging for 
the whip The other members of the 
pool were waiting for him. 

“Well, run it up the flagpole and 
let us have a look at it,*’ Harry de¬ 
manded. 

“Didja score?’* Tom wanted to 
know. 

“What tidings, wan lover?” in¬ 
quired Ralph. 

“Well," Sam started to explain 
weakly. “It really would have been 
a pushover, but—“ 

He was drowned in a chorus 
which amounted to “Skip the buts. 
Yes, or no?" 

‘Well, no— 

“The field grows narrower," 
Ralph observed 

“Field, my Aunt Fatima," said 
Harry Johnson jubilantly. “In a 
contest like this, it’s what’s up front 
that counts. And what’s up front 
happens to be yours truly. Tonight 
that invisible shield will just evapo¬ 
rate like last year’s Nielsen ratings." 

Margo accepted Harry’s invita¬ 
tion to dinner gladly. All day long 
she’d been hoping to avoid Sam and 
now, since Harry had booked up 
her evening, she didn’t have to wor¬ 


ry about Sam attempting a repeat. 

Harry dazzled her. He epitomized 
the young executive who knew his 
way around. They had dinner at “21" 
and when Margo merely shuddered 
at his suggestion of a cocktail, Har¬ 
ry didn’t press the issue. He kept 
up a patter of smooth, breezy talk 
calculated to impress her with his 
importance. Margo was impressed. 

So impressed that she couldn’t 
bring herself to interrupt him when 
they got to her door later that 
evening. He was in mid-sentence 
and his very jargon fascinated her. 
It was like an evening of television 
devoted solely ‘ to commercials. It 
was only natural that she should 
ask him inside. 

. . so the rep says with a name 
like George Washington Hill, I just 
knew it was a plf&ney,” Harry con¬ 
cluded his story and paused for 
breath. He looked at Margo. Her 
lips were moist and parted. Her 
tight skirt had ridden a good inch 
above her knees. Her bosom heaved 
interestingly as she laughed uncer¬ 
tainly at the tag-line of the joke. 

“You know,” he said in a dif¬ 
ferent vein, reaching over to stroke 
her arm, “You’ve got the skin you 
love to touch.” 

“Now where have I heard that 
before?” Margo laughed. 

“Promise her anything, but give 
her a kiss,” Harry said and suited 
the action to the words. 



I fl sure be glad when That guy gets married.” 








Margo kissed back. She was pos¬ 
sessed with an overwhelming curi¬ 
osity to hear what possible adver¬ 
tising cliches he would come up 
with to fit the gambits with which 
he obviously intended to follow the 
kiss. Her curiosity was allayed 

“So round, so firm, so fully 
packed—” 

“It takes two to tango—” 

“And now for a treat instead of 
a treatment—” 

Margo wasn’t entirely convinced 
of that, but she wasn’t loathe to 
make the test. She just had to learn 
what Madison Avenue pearls would 
fall from his lips at the crucial mo¬ 
ment. Alas, she was never to know 

They had no sooner passed 
through the door leading into her 
bedroom to enjoy the treat (or 
treatment) in a more suitable set¬ 
ting than the doorbell rang Margo 
looked at Harry in dismay. The 
ring was repeated, rather insistent¬ 
ly . Margo shushed Harry to silence 
and, closing the bedroom door be¬ 
hind her, walked to the front door. 

“Coming,” she called. 

“Margo, it’s me, Louise,” came an 
excited voice from the other side of 
the door. 

Margo threw the door open. “Sis,” 
she exclaimed in surprise, “what 
are you doing in New York?” 

“I just got a lift into town with 
some school friends,” said the pret¬ 
ty teen-ager, embracing Margo. “I’m 
taking the train home from here, 
but I just had to stop by and see 
my big sister.” 

“Is something wrong at school?” 

“No. It’s just mid-term exam time 
and I had mine early, so I have a 
few days off. But listen. Sis, I don't 
have much time. My train leaves 
from Penn Station in an hour. How 7 
about riding down with me and we 
can talk in the cab?” 

“Sure,” Margo said. “Just let me 
throw some clothes on.” She slipped 
into the bedroom and signaled Har¬ 
ry with a finger to her lips. She 
dressed quickly, * shrugged her 
shoulders at him helplessly and then 
she was gone. 

Harry sat stunned, looking at the 
door for a long time. Finally he 
sighed and muttered to himself. 
“They said it couldn’t be done—and 
maybe they were right.” Slowly he 
began to dress ... 

All he could do was smile weakly 
and acknowledge defeat when the 
others crowded around him at the 
office the next day. “So Madison 
Avenue couldn’t land the account 
either,” Sam hooted. 

“You might have tried subliminal 
perception,” Ralph smiled. 

“Well, at last a real man gets a 
chance,” said Tom Randolph, puff¬ 
ing out his chest. He didn’t waste 
any time. He strode in the direction 
of the reception room purposefully. 

Margo accepted his invitation to 
go dancing that evening gladly. Tom 
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was such a big, virile-looking man. 
She felt all the more womanly for 
having attracted his attention. 

And that evening, as she felt the 
physical power of him while he 
guided her around the dance-floor, 
she contrasted him with Sam and 
Harry in her mind Sam was faster 
and smoother, and Harry was more 
entertaining and dynamic, but nei¬ 
ther of them could compare with 
Tom for sheer ph vsical appeal. She 
knew what the women’s magazines 
meant when they described a wom¬ 
an as ‘ helpless*’ in a man’s arms. 
She could see how such heroines 
‘went limp ” 

Tom was X’ery direct when they 
reached her door “I don’t go for 
smooching in hallways,” he told 
her Lemme come inside where I 
can kiss you good night like you 
oughta be kissed ” 

Margo couldn't even bring her¬ 
self to be coy about it She just 
unlocked the door and led the way 
into the apartment Tom grasped 
her shoulders from behind, turned 
her around roughly and kissed her 
hard His arms around her were 
like iron hands 

The next thing she knew they 
were on the couch and his hands 
were crushing her to him. She 
knew that she'd be black-and-blue 
the next day, but she didn’t care. 

You’re so muscular.” she gasped 
when he relaxed his grip enough 
to allow her to get a breath of air. 


‘‘I keep in shape,” Tom said. “I 
work out with weights every day. I 
believe in keepin’ my body tuned 
up.” He hugged her to him again, 
kissing her and kneading her like a 
determined pizza-pie maker. Then 

—“Let’s go inside baby. I’m gonna 
show r you how a real man makes 
love. Come on. This’ll be a night 
you’ll never forget.” He lifted her 
in his arms and carried her towards 
the bedroom door. 

Just as they crossed the thresh¬ 
old, Tom emitted a sudden grunt 
and a spasm of agony crossed his 
face. “Oohh! There it goes,” he said 
through clenched teeth. Margo 
found herself unceremoniously 
dumped on the rug. 

“What’s the rnatter?” she asked 
in alarm as Tom* doubled over. 

“Slipped disc,” he said, perspira¬ 
tion popping out on his brow. “It 
happens every once in a while when 
I heft something the wrong way. 
Ooohh!” 

“Is there anything I can do?” 

“No. The only thing to do is for 
me to get home and into a hot tub. 
That relieves it sometimes. Sorry.” 

And he was gone . . . 

It was Thursday and the little 
group in Ralph’s office were cack¬ 
ling merrily over Tom’s attempted 
explanations. 

“If Charles Atlas hears about this, 
you’ll be drummed out of the beef¬ 
cake society,” Harry told him. 





“Send a man to do a man’s job : ” 
Sam jeered. “But first make sure 
he’s in working order. Well, that’s 
three outs for our side.” 

“But, to stay with your simile,“ 
said Ralph, “let us remember that 
there are four batters in this lineup 
and I’m in the clean-up spot. Now 
that you amateurs are out of the 
w r ay, let a truly sophisticated man- 
of-the-world show you how it’s 
done.” 

This was met with derision, but 
under the surface there was respect. 
Ralph’s reputation as an accom¬ 
plished roue was respected by them 
all. They knew that there was justi¬ 
fication for his bragging. 

He took Margo to dinner at an 
exclusive little Indonesian restau¬ 
rant where they sat cross-legged on 
woven mats. The food was exotic 
and the wines he chose almost 
aphrodisiac. The atmosphere was 
mysterious and romantic. 

Then they went to a little-known 
night club on the East Side where 
he produced a gold key to gain ad¬ 
mission. They drank vintage cham¬ 
pagne, danced to the sensuous music 
of a real Peruvian orchestra and 
chuckled over the ultra-sophisti¬ 
cated remarks of a comedian who 
was more titillating than funny. It 
was a new and fascinating world to 
Margo. 

Later he took her by taxi to 
Central Park where he hired a 
hansom cab to drive them to her 
place. He was debonair, witty and 
sophisticated. Margo could do no 
less than match his worldliness by 
inviting him in for a nightcap. 

One nightcap led to another, 
which led to a kiss, which led to 
another, which led to certain famili¬ 
arities, which after awhile led them 
to that ill-starred threshold of 
Margo's bedroom. Here they paused 
for the impetus of a caress and 
here fate guided Margo's hand to 
Ralph’s distinguished greyed tem¬ 
ples. She realized—perhaps a little 
resentfully — that .even an earth¬ 
quake would be unable to ruffle 
Ralph's aplomb and his impecca¬ 
bility after the passionate foreplay 
which had brought *them to the 
bedroom door annoyed her just a 
little. So, impishly, she moved her 
hand up from his temple and ruffled 
his hair. 

When she removed her hand, she 
was startled to find that his hair¬ 
line had receded a full three inches. 
Unable to control her curiosity, 
Margo pulled his lips down to hers 
demandingly and once again ran 
her fingers through his hair, this 
time more purposefully. 

She came away with a hirsute 
handful and her eyes gazed widely 
upon an expanse of bare skull that 
might have made Yul Brynner drool 
with envy. Ralph, suddenly aware 
of what had happened, turned brick 
red. His unshakable aplomb had 


not- only been shaken; it was shat- 
ter id 

For a moment Margo just looked 
Then she lost the battle to control 
herself and burst into laughter “I’m 
sorry I’m sorry,” she gasped “But 
I didn’t realize--1 mean, if you’d 
told me— Well, you have to admit 
it es funny.” 

“I fail to see the humor of the 
situation,” said Ralph frigidly 
“Now, if you don’t mind returning 
my hairpiece—” 

“I thought they called them tou¬ 
pees,” said Margo and began gig¬ 
gling again. 

“Regardless of what they call 
them. I'd like mine back .” 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Margo handed it 
to him. 

“Now,” said Ralph, recovering his 
demeanor, “where were* we 7 ” 

“We were about to— Oh, but T 
couldn’t!” Margo’s giggles had been 
replaced by hiccoughs “I mean. I 
just wouldn’t be able to stop laugh¬ 
ing. Oh, I know that’s awfully 
nasty, but I can’t help how 1 feel, 
can I?” 

“No,” said Ralph frostily “You 
can’t. Immature reactions are, I 
suppose, of an uncontrollable na¬ 
ture. Well, my dear, I'm afraid I 
must be going now . . .” 

Ralph gave a negative answ r er to 
the inevitable question the next day 
and refused to enlarge upon it. His 
reputation took a nose-dive with 
the other three members of the 
pool, but he was too involved with 
trying to restore his shattered pride 
to care. In any case, they stopped 
kidding him when the news 
reached them that Margo had been 
fired. An immediate argument start¬ 
ed up concerning which of them 
was best fitted to solace her 

They were still inside arguing 
when Ned Robbins, the office boy, 
came up to Margo in the reception 
room. She was sobbing quietly and 
when he approached she quickly 
dabbed at her eyes and forced a 
smile. 

There was misery in his voice 
when he spoke. “Gee, I just heard 
the news. I’m awful sorry. It’s a 
rotten trick What happened 7 ” 

“Mr. Blaine seems to think I’m a 
bad influence around the office,” 
Margo answered bitterly. “He 
claims I’m keeping the men’s minds 
off their work. And he also had a 
few fatherly words to say about the 
fact that I’d gone out on dates with 
fellow employees. And then he told 
me that he was really letting me go 
for my own good—which somehow 
doesn’t seem to impress me as much 
as it did him.” 

“Gee, it’s really a shame But 
don't feel too bad. You’ll find an¬ 
other job.” 

“Thanks, Ned. I don’t really feel 
as bad as I sound. And you’re aw¬ 
fully sweet to be so concerned.” 
“Well, gosh,” Ned said, blushing. 
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i like you, Margo. I’m going to 
miss you something fierce.” 

“Why Ned, I’ll miss you too. 
You’re the nicest fellow I’ve met 
up here.” 

Ned swalowed hard. “If— If you 
mean that, Margo, would you may¬ 
be go .out with me tonight I mean, 
it might help get your mind off 
your troubles ” 

‘Td love to go out with you. And 
not just to get my mind off my 
troubles either.” 

They had hamburgers for dinnex, 
washed down with orange drink and 
topped off with ice cream. Then 
Ned took her to a double feature at 


a neighborhood theatre where he 
managed to work up the courage to 
put his arm around her shoulders. 
His hand barely grazed her coat, 
but he was in seventh heaven when 
she didn’t push it away. And when 
she closed her fingers over his, Ned 
knew ecstasy for the first time in 
his 18 years. 

Afterwards he took her home. 
She turned to him when she had 
opened her front door and asked if 
he’d like to come in for coffee. Ned’s 
“Would I!” was so fervent that it 
came out high and squeaky. 

Margo put th£ coffee on and came 
into the livingroom to talk to him 
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They're going to break that hammock!' 








while it was perking. “It was sweet 
of you to take me out tonight, Nni 
and cheer me up.” 

Ned turned red. “Gee. Margo, I 
didn’t do it just to take your mind 
off your troubles. I did it because 
I wanted to. I—I’ve been wanting to 
ask you out all week, but I didn’t 
have the nerve.” 

“You’re very nice.” Margo leaned 
over and brushed her lips against 
his cheek. 

Ned reacted as though he’d come 
in contact with a magnetic flame. 
First he jumped in surprise and 
then he grabbed Margo and kissed 
her awkwardly. His hands moved 
uncontrollably over her body. 

“Well!” said Margo after a while. 
And then she led him into the bed¬ 
room . . . 

It was Monday morning and 
Ralph and Sam and Tom and Harry 
were sitting around Ralph’s office 
Tom was speaking. “I tell you I 
saw him,” he insisted. “I come right 
past her place on my way to work. 
It was about quarter to nine and 
out breezes the kid with a great 
big cat-that-swallowed-the-canary 
look on his face I mean, what 
would he be doing coming out of 
there if he hadn’t—” 

Tom interrupted himself as Ned 
came into the office and put the 
morning’s mail on Ralph’s desk. He 
was whistling to himself and there 
was an air of assurance about him 
that was new. 

Ralph eyed him narrowly. “Did 
you have a pleasant weekend, Ned?” 
he asked. 

Ned grinned. “Time of my life.” 

“Is it true that you took our 
former- receptionist out Friday 
night?” 

“Yep.” 

“And?” 

Ned blushed. 

“How wast the rest of your week¬ 
end?” 

Ned smiled embarrassedly. Then 
he looked from one to the other of 
them and smiled again. 

Ralph looked from Tom to Harry 
to Sam and there was a question in 
his eyes. Each of them nodded 
slightly in answer. He reached into 
his desk drawer and drew out an 
envelope. He handed it to Ned. It 
contained the money which had 
made up the office pool. 

“What’s this for?” Ned asked af¬ 
ter he’d opened it. 

“Call it a bonus,” Ralph said. 

“Gee, thanks.” He pocketed it. 
“Hey, by the way,” he said as he 
started out of the office, “have you 
fellows seen the new receptionist? 
Boy, what a pigeon. She’s built 
like a—” 

“Out! Out! Out!” shouted Ralph. 

Ned grinned and went out. 
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